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; Torhe right worthie andlearned Kni oht,Syr Faward 


| C* 


Dymock, Champion toher Maieſtie,concerning 
| this tranſlation of Pailor Fido, 


I doreioyce learned and worthy Knight, 
T hat by the hand of thy hinde Country-man 
(Thu painfull and induſtrious Gentleman) 
Thy deare eit:em'dGuarini comes t9 {4ght : 

Who m thy loue [ know tooke great del: 'oht 
As thou in h1s, who now in England can | 
S peaks as £904 E nt: as ltalian, _- 
And here emoyes the grace of his owne right. 

T howgh 1 remember he hath oft unba/ 'd 
Unto vs both, the vertmes of the North, 
Saying,onr coſte; were with no meaſures grac'd, 
Nor barbarout tongues could any verſe bring forth, 

' I would he awe bis owne,or knew our ſtore, 


Whoſe ſpirits can yeeld as wuch,and if not more. 


Sam. Daniell.. 


A Sonnet of the Tranſigtor dedicated to that honourable Knizhe 
his kin/man, Syr Edward Dymock, 


A filly hand hath faſhiond vp a ſute 
Ot Engliſhclothes vnto a traveller, 
A noble minde thouzh Shepheards weeds he weare, 
That might conſort his tunes with Taſſoes Jute, 
Learned Guarmies felt begotten fiute, 
I haue aſſum'd the courage to rcbeare, 
_ Andhiman Engliſh D-nizen made here, 
; Preſenting him vato the ſonnes of Brute. 
If I haue faild t'exprelle his native l-oke, 
And 5c in my tranſlation tax'd of blame, ' 
| I mult appzale to that true cenſure booke 
That faycs,t'ts harder to reform: a fram?y 
Then for to build from ground yo: kc of ones wit, 
Ancy cication of a noble fit. 


_— 
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TO THE RIGHT VVORTHY 
and learned Knight,Syr Edward Dymock, 


C hampion to her Mateilte. 


Yr,this worke was committed to me 
to publiſh ro the world , and by rea- 
| ſon of thenearencſic of kinne to the 
deceaſed Trantlator, and the good 
knowledge of the great worth of the 
[tralian Author, I knew none fitter to 
Patronize the ſame then your wore 
thineſſe,to whom I withall happineſle, anda proſpe- 
rous nevv yeate. Loadon this lalt of December. 16c1, 


Tour Wor ſhips ener tobe 
commannaed, 


Simon Watcrſon, 
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' The perſons which ſpeake in it. 


_ — 


Silnio, the ſonne of Montanus. 
| + _  ' " Linco, anoldſeruant of Montanus. 
| I Amarillis. 
| ; Ergait companion. 
Coriſca.a Nymph, m pnewith Mirtilh. 
| Montanas, high 73 \] 
Titirus, a Shephtard. | 4 > 3 
Dametes,an old ſeruant 0f Montanus. 
Satir,an old Lower of Coriſcaes. 
Dorinda, enamonred of Filwro. 
Lupino a Goteheard,her ſernant. 
Amarillis, daughter of Titirns. 
Nicander,chiefe miniſter of the Prieft, 
Coridon,s Lower of Coriſcaes n 
Carino,an old man the putative father of Mirtills q 
| Vranio, an old man his companion. 
i 1 Nuntio. 


T irenio, a blind Prophet. 
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PASTOR FIDO, 


The faithful Shepheard. 


g FRETS TS-I-L0M 
The Scene is in Arcadia. 
Scene. 1, ' A. I. 
| Siluio, Linco, 
O youthat have enclos'dthe dreadfull beaſt, 
, JAnd giue the ſigne that's viuall eo our hunting, 
Go ſwell your eyes and harts with hornes and ſhoutes, 
If there be any (waine of (#»th1's troupe 
In all Arcadia,delighted in her fpons, 
Whoſe generous affeRts are ſtung with care, 
Or glory of theſe woods: let him come forth 
And follow me, where in a circle ſmall 
(Though to our valure large) incloſed is 
The ouszly Bore, monſter of nature & theſe woods, 
Thar vaſt and fierce(by many harmes well knowne) 
Inhabitant of Erimanthus,plague to the fields, 
Terror to country clownes.Gothen prevent 
Not onely, but prouoke with hornes ſhrill ſound, 
Bluſhing Aurora out. Linco wee'le goe . 
And worſhip firſt the Gods: for there t'is belt 
We any worke begin. - ' 
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1 The faithful Shepheard. | 


Lin. Silnio | praiſe 
Thy worſhipping the Gods,but yet to trouble them 


Thar aretheir miniſters ] do not = - 


T he keepers of the temple are aſleepe, 
They cannot ſee the day break for the mountaines top. 
$:4, To thee perhaps,that art not yet awake, 
All things do ſeeme aſlcepe. ( Li.) O Sifao, 
Did nature on thele youthfull yeares of thine 
Beſtow ſuch beautie to be caſt away ? 
Had I but ſuch a ruddie cheeke? fo freſh? 
Farwell to woods, I'ld follow other ſports: 
I ld weare my dayes io mirth: all fommer tide 
In daintie (hades,winter by the fire (ide. 
$i, Thy counſell ( Lixco) is ike vnto thy (elfe. 
Lin, At other pleaſures would I aime, were I Si/xro, 
$i. So would I, were I Linco, but I Sumo am, 
T here(ore | '$:lnwoes deeds do like,not Lincoes. 
Lin, O foolegthat ſeekſt fo farte for hurtfull beaſts, 
And halt one lodg'dſo neare thy dwelling houſe. 
Sl, Art thounn carneſt ? or doſt thou butieſt 2 
Lm. Thouielts not I. {$:.) And is he then fo neare ? 
Lin, Asneareas t'isto thee. (Sil.) Where in what wood? 
Lin. Suwmothou art the wood :the ougly beaſt 
Thar's harbour'd there, is this thy bealtlineſle. 
S. \Was'tnoraell geſt of methou did(t butieſt 2 
Lim. A Nymphe lo faire,ſo delicate! tut tuſh 
Why do I call her Nymphe,a Goddeſle rather. 
More freſh, more daintie,then the morning role. 
More ſoft,more purely white then (wanny downe. 


: (For whomthere's nota ſhepheard mongſ vs all ſo brauey,, 


Put ſ12hes,and fighes in vaine)for thee alone | 
Relerues her ſelfe,ordaind by heau'n and men : 5 HY 

And yet thou neither thinkſt of fighes or plaints. | 
O happie boy (though molt vaworthily) 

Theu chat mightt her enioy,{till flieſt her Saco, 

Sri] her deſpiſeſt, Is not then thy heart 


| Madeofabxall, oror of hard Iron rathert. 


SU, Ito relinquiſh loue be aruchie, 


Th ſunful Segteor 


Then isit vertue,and I notr 
Thar | have baniſhe loue my hart : but ioy 
T hat thereby I haue oucrcome this loue, 


A bcaſt more daungerous then th'other farre. 
Lin, How haſt thou ouercome that which thou never = 
Si. Not prouing it , I hauc it overcome. (prow'dt.” 
Lin. O if thou had(t bat pron'd it Si/wio oncey 
If thou but knewſt what a high fauourt'were, 
To be belou'd, and louing to poſleſle 
A loving hart,lt'am ſure thouthen wouldit (ay, 
Sweet louely life why haſt thouſtaid ſo long ? 
Theſe woods and beaſts leaue fooliſh child, and loues 
St, Lmnco,] ſweare a thouſand Nywphs Tie giue 
For one poore beaſt that my Ae/ampo kills : 
Ler them that haue a better taſte then I 
In theſe delights poſſeſle chem, /wil none. 
Lin. Doſt thoutaſt ought,fince loue thou doſt not taft, 
T he onely cauſc that the world taſteth all? 
Belecue me boy, the time wil one day come 
Thou wilt it taſte. For loue once in our life 
Will ſhow what force he hath. Belecue mc childe, 
No greater paine can any _ proue, 
Then inold limmes the ligely ſting of loue. 
Yetifin youth love woundgthat loue may heale: 
But come it once in that ſame frozen age, 
Wherefore oftentimes the diſabtilitie, 
More then the wound we plaine.O mortall then, 
And moſt intollcrablc are thoſe paines. 
1 thou ſeckeſt pittie,il] it thou fiad(t it nor, 
But if thou findſt it ten time worſe, do nor 
Protradt it til thy better time be paſt, 
For if loue do aſlaile thy hoary heares, 
Thy filly fleſh a double torment teares, 
Ofehis which when chou wouldſt thou canf{ nor, 
Theſe woods and beaſts leaue fooliſh boy & loue. 
$1, As though there were no life but that which nurſt 


T hcle amorous follics and fond exraſies = 
B 2 Lin. Tell 
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SE AE U, \ 
Lin. Tell meif io this plealans rime now flowres renew, 

Andthe world waxeth yong againez thou ſhouldſt- + , 

In ſtead of fowry valleyes, fragrant fields, \ 26 

And wellclad woods: (ce $960: 2 dereges aſhe,thepine, - . 

Without their leauy heares: graflefie the grounds ._ — 

The meacowes wanttheir floures. Wouldit thou not (a 

The world doth Janguiſh? nature did decay ? (/ 

Now that ſame horror;that ſame miracle, 

That monſtrous noueltie thou halt thy (elfe. 

As louc in old menis ridiculous; . 

So youth without louc is vnnatural]. | 

Looke but about ( $/44@) what the world hath, 

Worthy to be admir'td. Loue onely made 

The heauens,the earth,the ſeas themſclues do loue; 

And that ſame ſtarre that the daycs. breake torerells,. 

T aſtcth the flames of her thiiſe puillant ſonne. 


And at that houre, becauſe perhaps ſhe leaues 


T he ſtolne delights and boſome of her loue ; 

She darteth downe abroad her ſparkling ſmiles, 

Beaſts in the woods do loue; andin the (eas 

T he ſpeedie Dolphins and the mightie Whales, 

T he bird that (weetly fings,and wantonly 

Doth flic,now fromthe oake vnto the afſhe, 

T hen from the aſhe vuto the mirtill tree ; 

Sayes mn hcr language I 1n louedo burne. 

(Wc u'd I might heare my S:/wi0 anſwere her the ſame! ) 

The Bull ard the heard doth loudly lowe, 

Yet are thoſe lowes but bidding to loues feaſts, 

T he L yon in the wood doth bray,and yet 

T hole brayes are not the voice of rage, bur loue. 

Well to conclude;all things do loue but thou, 

Thou onely S#/wro art inheauen,in cath, - 

In ſeas,a ſoule vncaple of loue. |_ 

Leaucyleaue theſe woods,thele beaſts, and learne to loue, 
$4, Was then my youth committed to thy charge 3 

That in theſe ſoft cfieminate deſires | 

Ot wanton loue,thou ſhouldi(t it nurſe and traine? 


Remembaeſt not what thou,and what] am? 5 | 
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" The faithfidl Shapheard, © 


Liv. Tam a man,and humane me eſtceme, 


| With thee a man,or rather ſhauld(t be fo, 


I ſpeake of hagang things. Which if thou Skornſt 
Take beed lcaſt inciſhumaning thy ſelfe, _ * 
A beaſt thou prouc not ſooner thena Goc tg 
Sit. Neither ſo famous norTo valiant , 
Had bene that monſter-tamer,of whole blood | 
I doderive my ſclfe;had he not tamed loue. "4 
Lin, See blind child how thou 4.0 where hadſt thoubene 
Had not that famous Hercu/es fult lou'd? + _ 
The greateſt cauſe he monſters tam'd was love. | 
K noweſt thou not that faire Ompha/e toplcaſe, 
He did not onely chaunge hi; Lions skin | 
Into a womans gownez bur alſo-turn'd 
His knorrie club into aſpindell and a rocke. 
So was he wont fromtrouble andfromtoyle 
To take his eaſe,and all atone retire 
T 0 her faire lappe,the hauen of happic loue, 
As rugged Iron with purer mettall mixc 
Is made more fit (reftn'd) for noble vſe: 
So fierce & vnram'd [trengththat in his proper rage 
Doth often breake: yet with the ſweets of loue 
Well remper'd prouctheruly generous, 
Then if thou doſt defireroumutate 
Great Hercules,and to be worthy ofhis race, 
Though that thou wilt not leaue theſe ſauadge woods 
Doo : follow them : bur do not leave to loue, 
A Loue fo lawfull as your Amarilts, 
T hat you Dormaia flie I youexcuſle, 
For t'were vafit your mind on honour ſet, 
Should be made hetin theſe amorous thefts : 
A mightic wrong vnto your worthy ſpoule, 
Sil. Whar ſailt thou Lincs ? ſhee's not yet my ſpouſe. 
Lin. Halt thou not ſolemnely receiu'd her faith ? 
Take heed proud boy,do not proucke the gods. 
Sil. The giit ofheaucnis humane liberne, 
May we not force repell,that force recciue ? 
Lin.. Nay if thou would'lt but vnderſtand | the hequens 


OO Th faithfull Shepherd 
Herero dortye thee that hauc promiſed, . 
So many fauours at thy nupriall feaſt. 
Sil. m\ſure that gods haue other things todo 
Then trouble and moleſt chem with theſe toyes. 
Lnco, nor this,nor that loue pleaſeth me, 
I was a hunt{man not a louer borne, 
T houthar doſt folow loue thy pleaſure take. Exit $4. 
Lin, Thou cruel boy deſcended of the gods, 
Iſcarce belecue thou wert begot by man, 
Which if thou wert,thou ſooner wert begot 
With venome of Aeger and Priſfo, 
Then Venw pleaſure which men ſo commend. Exit Lov. 


Sce.2. MAMiriillo. Ergaito. 


Ruell Amerils, that with thy bitter name 
Moſt birrerly doſt teach me to complaine- 
Whiter then whiteſt Lillies and more faire, 
Bue deafer and more fierce then eh'adder is. 
Since with my words / doſo much offend, 
Infilence will / die : but yer theſe plaines 
Theſe mountaines and theſe woods, ſhal cry for me, 
Whom [ fo oft haue learned to reſound 
Thar loued name. For me my plains ſhall tel] 
T he plaining fountains and the murm'ring windes? 
Pittie and griefe ſhall ſpeake out of my face, 
And in the end though all things elſe proue dombe, 
My verie death ſhal tell my marticdome. 

Er. Loue (deare Mirtiillo) 's hike a fire incloſde, 
Which ſtraightly kept, more fiercely flames at laſt, 
T hou ſhouJaſt not have ſo long conceald from me 
T he fire, ſince it thou couldſt not hide. 

How often haue I ſaid Afirtilio burnes, 
But inafilent flame and ſo conſumes, 
CM, My elfe I harmed her not to offend 
(Curteous Erga#to) and ſhould yet be dombe, 
Bur ſtrit neceſſitic hath made me bold. 
I hearc a voice which through my ſcared cares 
| Woundeth 


- 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


Woundeth alas my wretched heart with noiſe 
Of Amarillu nighing nuptiall teaſt, 
Who ſpeakes ought cls ro me he holds his peace. 
Nor dare I further ſearch,as wel for feare 
To gue ſuſpition of my loueasfor tofinde 
T hat which [ would not. Well {I know (Ergaſto) 
It fits not with my poore and baſe eſtate 
To hope at all a Nympheſo rarely qualifide, 
; Ofbloudand(pright truly celeſtiall, 
Should proue my wife.O nol know too well, 
The 1lowlineſle of my poore humbleſtarre, 
My deſteny's to burne | not ro delight 
Was [brought forth,but ſince my cruell fates. 
Haue wade me loue my death more then my life, 
Tam content to die,ſo that my death 
Might pleaſe her that's the cauſe thereof; 
Andthat ſhe would but grace my lateſt gaſpe 
With her faire eyes, and once before (he made 1 
Another by her marriage fortunate, 
Shewould bur heare me ſpeake.Curreous Erga#to, 
If thou lou'{t me,belpe me with this fauour, 
Aide me herein,ifthourakt pictic of my caſc. 

Er, A poore delire of loue; and light reward 
Ofhim that dies : bur dang rous enterpriſe. 
Wretched were ſhe, ſhould but her father know 
She had bow'd dou ne her caresto ber louers words, | 
Or ſhould ſhe be accuſed to the prieſt ! 
Her father in lave, for this perhaps ſhe (hunnes 
Toſpeake with you,that els doth loue you well, 
Although ſhe it conceales; for women though 
They be more fraile in their deſires; . 

Yet are they craftier in hidingthem; | 

It this be true, how can ſhe ſhow more loue F 
* Then thus in ſhunming you? ſhe heares in vaine, 

And ſhunaes with pittie that can giue no heipe. 

It u ſound counſel ſoone ts ceaſe deſiring, 

When we cannot attaine to our aſpiring. 


CMs, Oh were this true, could / but this beleeue, 


Thiiſe 


The ſithfull Shepheard. 


F -Thelſe hpple paine:Thriſe forrmare diſtreſſe: 


Bue rell me {weet Ergufo.ctel] me trucy 
Which is the ſhepheard whom rhe ſtarres ſo friend? 
Erguſt. Knowlt thounot Silnis Montes onely ſonnet 
Dianaes prie(t ; that rich and famous ſhepheard, | 
T hat gallant yourh? He is the very ſame. 
At, Moſt happle youth;that haſt in tender yeares 
Found fate ſp ripe: 1 donot enuy thee, 
Burt plaine my lelfe. (Erg.) Nor need you enuy him 
T hat pirtie more then enuy doth deſeruc. 
CI, Pitric ! and why ? (Erg.) Becauſe he lones her not. 
Ati, And lines het hath a hart? and is not blinde ? 
Or hath ſhe on my wretched hart ſpent all her flames? 
And her faire eyes blowne a!l their loues on mce ? 
Why ſhould they giye a Iemme fo precious 
To one that nejther knowes it,nor regards it ? 
Erg. Forthat the heavens the healrh of Arcady 
_ Dopromiſe at theſe nuptialls. Know younor 
How we do til appeaſe our goddeſſewrath, 
Each yeare with guiltlefſe blood of fome poore Nywphe? 
A morrtall and a miſerable tribute. 
Ati, T's newes ro mee,that am a new inhabitant, 
As't pleaſcth loue and my poore deſteny : 
T hat did before inhabit ſauadge woods, 
Bue what I pray you was that greeuous fault 
T hat kindled ragein a celeſtial breſt ? 
Erg. I will report the dolefull tragedy 
From the beginning of our miſery, 
That able are pittic and plaints codrawe 
From theſc har$rocks, much more from humane breſts, 
In that ſame golden age when holy prieſthood, and * 
| The temples charge was nor prohibited 
To youth. Anoblefſwaine efminra call'd, 
Pricſt at that eime,loued Lacrina bright: 
A beautcous Nymphe,exceeding faire : but therewithall 
Excecding falſe,and light, Long time ſheloued him; 
. Or at the leaſt, ſhe ſeemed fo, with fained face 
Nuſiog hispure affections with falſc hopes. = 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


Whilſt he no other ſutershad. But ſee 
Th'vnconſtant wretch ! no ſooner was (he wooed 
By a rude thepheard, butat firlt aſſault, 

Act his firſt ſi2he,ſhe yeelded vp ber loue: 

Before Amintas dream't of Lealoulie. 

At laſt Amntas was forlorne,defſpide, 

So that the wicked wornan would nor (ce, nor heare 

Him 'peake,nowif the wretch did ſigh, 

Bc thou the iudge that knowlt his paine by proofe, 
A's. Aye me, this gnefeall other griefs exceeds. 
Er. After he had his heart recouered 

From his complaints,he es his goddelleturnes, 

And praying faves : Great {wihiait I have 

At any time kindled with guilelelte hands 

Thy holy fl.meg,reuenge thou then for me 

This broken faith of my vnconſtantNimphe, 

Diana heares the praiersof her prieſt, 

And ſtraight out-breathing rage,ſhe takes her bowe 

And ſhootes ſhafts of mennitable death 

- nto the bowels of Arcadia. 

cople of euery (exe,of euery age, 

Co0me periſhed,no ſuccour conld be found, 

T'was boorlefle art to ſearchfor remedies, 

For often on the patient the phiſitian dicd. 

One onely remedie did reſt, which was 

Strait to the neareſt Oracle they wenr, 

From whom they had an anſwere verie cleare, 

Bur aboue meaſme deadly hornble. 

Which was, our Cinthia was difpleaſd,and to 

Appeaſe herire, cicther Lucrma or ſome clſe for her, 

Mult by Amintas hands beſacrifiz'd. 

Who when ſhe hadlong time in vaine complain'd, 

And lookt for helpe from her new friend in vaine, 

Was tothe ſacred Altarsled with ſolemne pompe, 

A wotull ſacrifice. Where'at thole teete 

Which had purſued her long time in vaine 

At her betrayed Louers feete ſhe bends 


| : l h. | 
Her crembling knees,attending _ _ Amintas 
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The faithful Shepheard, , 
Awintas ſtretcheth out the holy (word, 
Sceming to breath from his inflamed lppes, 
Rageand revenge; turning to her his face, 
Speakes with a ſigh,the mellenger of death : 
L«crma for thy further paines,behold 
What Loner thou haſt left,and what purſude 
Judge by this blow. And with that very word 
Seriketh the blade into his wofull breſt, 
Falling a ſacrifice vpon the ſacrifice, 
Act ſuch a ſtraunge anderucll ſpcRacle, 


- The Nymphe amazed ſtand twixt.life and death, 


Scarce yet allur'd whether ſhe wounded were 

With griefe,or with the (word. Ar.laſt, aſſoone 

As (he recouered had,her (pright,and ſpeech, 

She plaining (aies,O-faithfull yaliane loue/ 

O co0 late knowne!! chat by thy death haſt giu'n 
Mie life and death at once. Ift werea faule 
To leaue thee ſo? behold I'le mendit now, 
Erernally vniting both aur ſoules,, | 

And therewithall (he takes the ſword, all warme,, 
With the blood of her too late loued friend, 
Andſtrikesit through her hartfalling vpon 
Amintas,chat was (carcely dead as yet, | 
And felt perchance that fall.Such was their end. 
Toſuch a wretched end did too much loue, 

And roo muchtrechery conduQthem borh. 

 A45, O wretched Shephcard,and yet fortunate, 
That hadi(t fo large and famous {copeyto ſhowe 
Thy troth,and waken hucly pittic of thy death. 
Within anochers brelt, But what did follow? | 
Was Cizthie pleald, found they aremedie ? 

Er. Somewhat it {lak't,but yet not quite put out: 
For after thata yeare was finiſhed, =z 
Her rage beyan afreſh, ſo that of force 
T hey driven were, vanto the Oracle: 

Toake new counſell, but br back againe 
An anſwere much more wofull chen the 
Which was,to (acrifice them; aud each after yeatey| 


A maid, 


« Aa dif... coo Coon 
The faithfull Shephearl. 


A maid,or woman, to ourangry power, 
Eu'ntill che third and paſt the fourth degree: 
So ſhould ones blood for many ſarisfie. 
Beſides,ſhc didwpon th'vnhappic ſexe, 
Impoſe a wretched and a cruell lawe. 
And (if you marke their nature) in obſeruable. 
A law recorded with vermilian blood : 
What euer maid or womanbroken had 
* Their faithinlouc,and were contaminate, 
Ifthey ſhould find none that would die for thery, 
They were condemn'd without remiſhon. 
To thele our greeuous great calamities, 
T he fathers hop'd to finde a happic ende, 
By this deſired marriage day.For afterward 
Hauing demaunded of the Oracle 
What end the heauens preſcribed had ourill, 
Anſwere was giu'n inſuch Jike words as theſe : 
No end there u to that which you offend:, 
Tull two of heanens i(/[ne lone onite; 
And for the awnciem fawh of that falſe wight, 
e/ taithfull Shephcards pittie make amends. 
Now is there notin all Arcadia | 
Other bowes left,of that celeſtiall roote : 
Sauce Amarilks,and this Silwve, 
Th'one of Pans ſeed,th'orther of Hercsler. 
Nor to our miſchiefe yet hathneuerhape, 
T hat male and female met at any time 
Till now. Thercfore good reaſon Montane hath 
To hope,though all things ſort not tothe Oracle, 
Yet here's a good foundation laid : the reſt 
High fares have in their boſomes bred, 
And will bring forth at this great marriage day, 
E Mi. O poore Miwrriillo | wretched man | 
So many cruell enemies? ſuch warres ? 
To worke my death cannor great Loue ſuffice? 
Bur that the Fates, their armes will exerciſe, 
Er. This cruell loue (Afiriillo) feeds himſelfe 


Wuh tearcs,and griefe,bur's neuer ſatisfide. 
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The faithſull Shepheard. 

I promiſe thee to ſet my wits a worke, | | 
hat the faire Nymphe ſhall heare thee ſpeake. Lets goe!. 

T hele burning ſighes do notasthey do ſceme, 
Bring any cooling roth'inflamed harts 
But rather are huge and imperuous windes, 
That blow the fire, and make it greater proue, 
With ſwelling wkirlwindes of cempeſtuous loue, 
Which vnto wretched louers alwares beares 
T hick clouds of griete,and ſhowres of dreary teares. 


Scene. }. Coriſca, 

V Ho euer ſawe or heard aſtraunger,and 

A fonder paſſion of this fooliſh love? 4 
Both loue,and hate;in one ſelfe hart combin'd, 
With ſuch a wondrou; mixture: as I know not how, 
Or » hich of them;hath got the deeper roote, 
If I Mirrillorr beautie do behold: 
His gracious count nance, good behanjour, 
A &ions,cultomes, words arid manly lookes : 


' Loue me aſlailes,with ſuch a pwſſane fire, 


T hat /burne altogither. And'ir ſeemes 

Other affeAtions are quite vanquiſhed with this: 
But when /thinke vpon th'obltmate loue 

He to another bearcs ; and that for her 

He doth deſpiſe (/ will be bold to (oy) 

My famaus beautie of a thouſand ſoft: 

1 hate him ſo,/ſo abhorre the man, 
Thatt's1mpoſlible me thinkes at all, 

One ſparke of loue for him ſhould touch my heare, 
Thus with my ſelfe ſometime 7 ſay: Ohit 1 could 
Emoy my ſweet Afiriulo | were he mine, 

And had not others intere(t in hirp, 

Oh more then any other happie Core/ca, 

And then in me vpfJames ſuchgreat good will, . 
And (ſuch a gentle lous to hm; that / refolue 
Seraight to diſcouer all my hart ro him, 

T © to|low him, and humbly ſue to bim: 

Nay mo1czeu'n to fall downe and worſhip him, 


"The faithfull Shepheard. 
Onth'other ſide, I all reclaimed ſay, | 


A nice proud foole? one that diſdaineth me ? 

One that can loue another and deſpiſe my (elfc 

One that can looke on me and nor adore me? 

One that can ſo defend tum from my looke, 

That he dics not for loue. AndI that ſhould 

See him (as | haue many more ere this) 

An humble ſupplant betore my feere, 

Am humble (uppliant at his feete my (elfe. 

Then ſuch a rage at him poſleileth mee, 

That | diſdain my thoughts ſhould think on him, 

Mine eyes ſhould looke on hum. His veric name 
' Andall my loue,/ worſe then death do hate. 

- Then would / hauc him the wofullt wig he aliue: 
And with theſe hands then could / kill che wretch, 
Thus hate, and loue,ſpight,and deſire make ware, 
I that haue bene till now tormenting flame, 

To thouſand harts: muſt languiſh now my ſelfe, 
And in my ill, know others wretchedneſle. 
I that fo many yeares1n cities,({geers,courts, - 
Have bene inuincible to worthy triends, 
Mocking their many hopes,their great deſires: 
Now conquered am,withf{illy ruſticke loue, 
Ofa baſc 7 8 brat. Ohaboue all 
Wrietched Cori/canow, What ſhall 7da 
To mitigate thi; amorous furious rage ? 
Whulſt other women haue a heape of loues, 
Ihaue no other but Mrriillo onely., 
Am /not {toutly furniſhed Oh thouſand times, 
11l-counſel|'d foole ! that now reduced art 
Into the povertic of one (ole loue: 
Coriſca was ne'te ſuch a foo'e before. 
What's faith ? what's conſtancy ? but fables fain'd 
By icalous men : and names of vanitiq, . -. +; 
Simple women to deceue. Faith ina womans hart, 
(/t fach in any womans hart there bee: ) 
Can nenher vertue nor yet goodnelle bee. 
Bu: hard neccllitie of loue, a wretched law- 
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The- faithful Shepheard. 
| Ofbeatttieweake that pleaſeth onely one, 
q Becaule (he is not gracious in the eyes of more. 
> A beautious Nymphe,ſoughe too by multitudes 
| | Of worthy louers, if ſhe be content 
' With onely one,and all the reſt deſpiſe, 
\ Either ſhe is no woman,or if ſo _ 
4 She is a foole. What's beautie worth vnſcene ? 
Or ſcene, vnſought? or ſought too bur of one 2 
The more our louers bezthe greater men, 
T he lurer pledge have we in this vild world. 
 _ we arecreatures glorious and i 
he goodly ſplendor of a beautious Nymphe, 
Is to haue many friends. Soin good Townes 
Wile men euer doo. Icis a fault, 
A fooliſh tricke, all to refuſe for one. 
What one cannot,many can well performe : 
A Some (erue, ſome giue,ſome fit for other vic. 
|? Cnlnchs CI 
[ wW y wit,and too, 
Ml Of: great Lady lewnlthagtir of love 
| $ Corsca would ſhe lay. Let thy | 
. L oners and thy garments be alike. 
Haue many, vſe, weare but one,and change often, 
| Too much conuerfing breedeth noyſomeneſle, 
| And noyſomeneſle defpight,which curnes to hate: 
a We cannot worſer dogthen fill our friends, 
"| Lec them go hungry rather from thee ſtill. 
| if So did I alwaies,alwaies lowing ſtore, 
' One for my hand an other for mince eye: 
| The beſt I euer formy boſome iige, 
| None for my heart,as neare atere I could. 
| And now I know not how Airtsllo comes 
c Meto tcorment,now mult I gh, and worſe 
| Sigh for my ſelfe,deceining no man elſe. 
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| Now muſt Frobbe my liwmes of their repoſe, 

+ Maine eyes of ſleepe,and watch the breake of day : 
bi. Nom co I anderthroughtheſe hadon'd woods, 
" Seeking he focltepsofwy hate lone, =o 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 

What muſt Cori/cado? ſhall I entreac him? 

No: my hate not giues me leaue. llc giue him o're, 

Nor will my loue conſent. What ſhall I do? 

Prayers and ſubtileics I will artempe: | 

I will bewray my louegbut not as mine, - 

If this preuaile not,then Ile make diſdaine 
 Finde oura memorable huge reuenge. 

Atrulio rf thou canſt not like my loue, 

T hen ſhale thoutric my bate. And efmerils, 

T hou ſhalt repem thouer'e my riuall were, 

Well,co your coſts you both ſhall quickly proue,. 

What rage in her can do that thus doth loue. 


Sce. 4. Titirus. Montania. Dameatas, 


g2 helpe me Gods, I know now do ſpeake 
To one that vnderſtands more then 1 do. 

Theſe Oracles are (till more doubtfull then 
Werake them, for their words are like to kniues, 
Which taken by the hafts,are fat for vie. 

But by the edges held,they may do harme. 

That e-fmarilis as you arguegis 

By the high heauenly Deltenics clefted for 
e-Arcaguaes vniuerlall health : who oughe 

More to deſire,or toeſteeme the (ame 

Then Ithatam her fathere but when I regard 

That which the Oracle foretold, ill do the ſignes 
Agree with our great hopes : ſince loue ſhould then 
Vnite,how falls it out he flies from her? 

How can hate and deſpighr bring forth loues fruite? 
Il could he comtraditt had heau'ns ordain'd it, 

But ſince he doth contrary it,t'is cleare, . 

Heauens do not will : for if ſo they would 

T hat Amarills ſhould be Si/mioes wile, | 

A Louer,not a Huneſman,him they would haug made, 

Mon, Doyoutot (ec heisachildas yet? 

He hath atrain'd ſcarce!y to cightcene yeares, 
Allia good tune he may yet talts of lous,. 
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The faithfullShepheard. 


Tit. Taſtcofa beaſt, heeleneucucr woman like, 
Mon, Many thing« alter in a yong mans heart. 
Tu. Butalwaies love 15 naturall to youth. 

Aon, It is vnnaturall where yeares do want. 

Ti. Lovealwaics flowres in our green time of ave. 

Aon. le doth but flowret'is quite withour all fruit. 

Ti, With timely floares loue ever brings forth fruit. 
Hither 1 came not tor to icaſt ( Montane ) 

Nor to contend with you. Bur | the father am 

Of a geare onely child, and (if t be lawfull ſo to ſay) 

A worthy child, and by your leaue of many ſought. 
Mon. Tuiw,it the Deſtenics haue nor ordain'd 

T his marriage,yet the faith they gaue on earth, 

Bindes chem vntoo't,whichif they violate, 

They violate their vow to Cinthia, 

Who is enrag'd gainſt vs, how much thon know, 

But for as much as I diſcover can, 


"The ſecret counſailes of th'eternall powers: 


This knot was knit by th'and of Deſteny. 
All to good end will ſort, be of good cheere. 
Tletcll younow adreameT had laſt nighr. 
I ſawea thing which makes my auncient hope 
Revive within my heart,more then before. 
Tit. Dreamesin the end prove dreames,but what ſaw you? 
Aon, Do yourememberthat ſame wotull night, 
When ſwelling Laden ouerflowd his bankes, 
So that the fiſhes ſwam where birds did breed, 
And ina moment did the rauenous floud, 
T ake mcn and beaſts by heapes and heards away. 
(Oh ſad remembrance) in thar very nizhr 
Tloſt my child,more deare then was my heart: 
Mine onely child,in cradle warmly laid. 
Liuing,and dead,dearely belou'd of me. 
The Torrent tooke him hence ere we could proouc 
To give him ſuccour,being buried quite, 
Interrour,ſſcepezand darknefſe of the nigh : 
Nor could we everfind the cradle where he lay, 
By which 1 gelle ſome whitlpit ſ(yallowd both. 
Tit. 


be faithful Shepheav« 


Th, Who can geſle otherwiſe? and I remember now, 
You told me of this your miſhap before : - 
A memorable miladucnture (ure, 
And you may ſay,you haye two ſonnes begor, 
One to the woods, the other tothe waues. 

CHMon. Perhaps the pitious heauens will reſtore 
My firſt ſonnes loſſc,in him that liveth yer; 
Srill muſt we hope,now liſten to my tale. 
The time when lighe and eltroue together, 
T his one for night, that other for the day, 
Hauing watch all che night before, with choughe 
To bring this marriage toa happie end, 
Arlaſt, with length of wearin me eyes 
A pleaſing ſlumber cloſde,when I this viſion ſlawe, 
Me thought I ſaton famous Affew banke, 
Vader a leauy plane tree witha bayted hooke, 
Tempting the fiſhes io the ſtreame,in midſt 
Whereof,there roſe me thought an aged man : 
His head and beard dropping downe li}uer teares, 
Who gently raughe ro me with both his hands 
A nakedchilde,ſaying, behold thy ſonne, 
Take heed thou killft him nor. And with that word 
He diued downe againe, When ſtraight the skies 
Waxt blacke with cloudes,threatning adrimall ſhowre, 
And I afraid,the chijd rooke in mine armes, 
Crying,ah heauens,and will youin aninſtane chen, 
Both giue and take away my child againe ? 
When on the ſuddenallthe skie waxt cleare: 
And inthe River fell athouſand bowes, 
And thouſand arrowes,broken all ro ſhiers.' 
The body of the plane treetrembled there, 
Andour of it there came a ſubtill voyce 
Which ſaid, 1rcadia (halbe faire againe. 
So is the /mage of this gentledreame 
Fixe in my heart,that ſtill me thinkes I ſee't: 
Bue abouc all,the curtcons aged man. 
For this when you me met, / comming was 
he CT ? job 

0 


aithjult Shepheard. 


To vive my dreames.prefage proſperous ſuccelle. 

Tit. Our dreaimes arerather repreſentments vaine 
| Of 1dic hopes,then any things ro come: 
'F Onely daies thoughts niade tables for the night. 

Alon. The mind dothnot ſleepe ever with the fleſh, 
oF But is mo;e watchtu'lrhengbecaule the eyes 

Do not lead it a wandring wherethey goe. | 

T Tit. Well,of cur children what the heauens diſpoſed have, 
I: quite voknowne tovs,butſure it 15, - | 
Yours gainſt the law of naruce feeles nor love... | 
And mine hath bue thebondofhigfaith giu'n = 
For her reward. /cannotlay ſhe loues, 
Bur well / wot ſhe hath made many loue ! 
Ande1s valike,thetaſtes not that ſhe makes 
So many taſte. Methinkes ſhee'salter'd much 
From that ſhe was: forfullot ſport and mirth, 
| Shee's wont to be. Butr'1s a gneuous thing, 
8 To keepe a woman married and ynmarried thus. 


| 
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AF For like a Role thatin ſome garden growes, wy 

©..'x How daintie t'1s againſt the Sunnedoth ile, ""J»:þ 

| | | Perfuming with {weete odours round about, ; 
| Bidding thehummung bees to honey fealt : | 


[| But it you then eglect to gather it, 
"| Ani ſutjer Twas in his middayes courſe. 
] _ Toſcorchher ides,and burne ber daintic ſeat; . 


Thencre Sun-{etycaicoloured ſhe falls, | | 
| '\h And nothing worth vyponthe ſhadow'd hedge. | 
| Euen {o a maid whom mochers care doth keepe, ' 


| Siwtcinz her heart from amozous delures. | 
E |» Bur it the picrcing lookes othungry louers eyes 
| Come but to view heraf ſhe beare him(igh, | 
; Her heart foone ope's,her breaſt ſoone takes in loue: 
VV hich if for ſhame ſhe hide,or fearecontaine, | 4 
Theſilent wrertchin deepedelue.conſumcs, | 1þ 1 
So fadeth beautie if that fireendore, | 
Andlceſing time,g00d fortyne'slolt be ſure. 

Mon. Be of good cheare, let n& theſe humane feares, 


Confoundthy ſpright,let's put ow aut ith! Gods, ,. 
LO . (1 4 
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And 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


And pray tothem (ris meet) for good ſucceſle. 
Ont children are their off-ſprin2,and be ſure 
They will not ſee them a+ pow. others keepe, 
Go'w,let vs tothe Temple ioyntly gor, 
And ſacrifize you a hee Goat to Pan, 
Ta young Bull,to mightic Herewles, 
He that the heard makes thriueycan therewirhall 
Make him thrive, that withthe profits of his heard 
Hallowes the Altars, Faithfull Damet®, 
Go thou and fetcha young and loucly Bu'l, 
As anic's in the heard,and bripg it by the mountaines way, 
I at the Temple will attend for thee. 
Tui, A he Goat bring Dametas from my heard. 
Exennt Mon, & Titt, 
Da. Both one and other I will well performe. 
Tpray the Gods (/dontane) thy dreame do (ort 
Vato as good anend as thoudoſt hope. | 
I know remembrance ot. chyſonoe thou loſt, . 2d 1 


Inſpires thee with a <n_—_ prophecie. | 


"fea. 5 "Satbrabes, | YT 
| B-- ſroſt to gralle,like drought o gentleflowatss. T 
Like lightning yatotorne hikes wormestofeeds, ''c 1177 
Like nets to deere/like Jimeto filly birds, +'121Þ 
So to mankind is loue a crye]l fog. + / Lo) ery dt 
He that loue lik 'aed vats fregknew well 3169 
His perfidous and.yricked bande looks: 13" 
Bur on this fire, how figgachjng;itise- th + 36d» enibiH 
Bur touch it, and t 15 thenacruell things. f hs ge 
The wwaild hath not a monſter more to diead,; +  ... 
It rauens worſe then beaſts, andiſtizkes more deepe'1 | 
Then edged ſteele, andkeghe-windeic flies eG 14 117 | 
And whereit plantegh bus impertows feet;+ + + 1 ot et 1 
Each force doth y ity yen giueth place. | 
Eu'n ſo this logegif we it but behold, 3 
Into taicc eycipndinagolgen Trelle,., 
Oh howie plealerh! oh howthenir ſeerwes 


To breathe out ioy,and promiſe largely peace] f ; 
| D 2 Bur 


The faithful Shepheard, 
Bur if you it approach, and temprit once, 
So that it creepe and gather force in you, 
Hercane no T igres,L4by no Lyons hath, 
Nor poiſonous wormeE,with teethor ſtingsſo ficree, 
That &an ſurpaſſe,o? equall loucs diſeaſe, 

More dreadfull then is hel/,then monk it ſelfe, 

S weete pitties foe, rhe miniſter of rage 


And to conc/ude _ of an 
Why ſpeake / thus fan ow himehus ? 


Is he the cauſe that the wraps worldin loue, 

Oc rather love-diflembling,finneth lo? 

Oh womans treacheric / thatis the cauſe 

T hat hath begotten loue this infamy. 

How cuer loue bein his nature good, 

Withthem his eſle ſuddenly he leeſcth, 

T hey neuer (ufter him to touch their hearts, 

Bur 1otheirfaces onely build his bowre. 

T heir care,their pompe,and all their whole delight, 
[5 im the barke of a face 

T '1s not in them now faith with faith to grace, 
And to contend in love with him that loues, 

Imo two breaſtsdwiding bur one will : 

Now all cheir Jabour is, with burniſt'd gold: 

To dic their haire,andtye it vpin curles, 

T herein ro ſnare vnwary lowers in. 

O what a ſtioking thing it is,ro ſee them rake | 
A Pencill vp,and paine their bloudlefſe cheekes > 
Hiding the Lenterefnacarpundubiiais; vid f 
Makiog the pale to blaſh,the wrinkled plaine, g 
The blacke ſceme white, faules mending with fare ants 


Then witha of yr aentee' nem wh 
Bue this is nothing, yoy Arr mo F 


For all their euſtomes are alike to theſe. | 3 
What is 1t that they vſe,which is not counterfeit ? : 
7 wh. they their mouthes? they lie: mooue they their eyes? 

T hey counterfeit their lookes : If ſo they oh 

Their lighes dilembledare, /n ſane, 
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The faithful Shofleard 
Fachlooke,each geſture,isa verie lie. 
Nor is this yet the worſt. T'is _—— 
Them to d:ceiue eu'n moſt,that truſt mol?; 
And loue them leaſt,that are moſt worthy joue. 
True faith to hate, worſer then death ir felfe : 
Thele be the trickes that makeloue ſo perucrſe. 
Then is the fault faithleſſe Cori/ca thine? 
Or rather minc,that have beleeu'd thee ſo? 
How many troubles haue I for thy Cake ſuſtaind 2 
I now repent,nay more I amaſhamed. 
Louers beleeuc me, women once ador'd, 
Are worler then the gricfly powers of hell. 
Strait by their valure vaunt they that they are 
The ſame youby your folly faſhion thery. 
Let gotheſe baſer rers and plains, 
Fit weapons for women and children onely. 
Once cid Ithimke chat praiers,plaints,and ſighes, 
Might in a womans heart have ſtirred y 
The flames of loue,but ruſh was deceiu'd. 
Then if thou wouldlt ehy miſtreſſe conquer, Tcane 
Theſe ſilly royes, and cloſe thou vp all toue. 
Do that which lowe and natare teacheth thee, 
For modeſtic is but the outward vertge of (deftie, 
A womans face. Wherefore to handle her with mo-" 
Is a meere fault,ſhe the vic it;loues it rior. © 
A tcnder-harted Louee halt chounot 
Coritguaa _ me poor like a man 
] will aſfaile and piercetheethroughand through: 
T wiſe haue I taken thee, andtwiſe apaine *© | 
Thou haſt eſcap'd (1 know not hon) my hands : 
But ifthou com'ſt che third rime in my reach, 


k I'le ferter thee for runningthen away. 
> T'hart wonteo palſcrhels00ds, Tlike afiows: goed 


> Will huatthecour.Oh whara ſweet teverige \. 
” TImeanetotake: Iniraneto maketheeprouc © 
What C's voiuſtly to betray thy Love, 


: | D 3 Chorus, 


Oh bigh and pu wt rw writ ter bor 
Within Joues wy $ Fa h 
Whoſe emer weed orce, 
Tewards that 4 remand art eng foes 
Oar harts dork pull and wills deth wreſt, 
And eu'n natures [tife torr doth force; | 
Not onely our fraile corpet im 
Whoſe ſence ſcarce ſees berne and dies agdine, 
As darly howres wax? and wane. ' 
But eu'n inward cauſes ndden ſeeds -g "7 
T hat mones and Fri Th HE owdac;s | 


And if witht 14 forte Sw db eo 
A lung 


If thence mans of tprang bee. 1 11-1 1 oh 491 1 1 
The plants haue life and ws Ft 
ws fn ART Dag [1 16d 2: v1f) 
1: flull comes been ge 

' Nor thu alone that wich hopes of fire 
Sheds ito mortal wightts. 5+ 1 11 now: oa, THY FEISS 
From whenceſlarrgd gemledporn firais hc is | 
(ad in good fortumes ap 20 305461 ] 2115 4-0. v * 
From whence lifas fo beth [uti 150, + 
The houre of birthoaue,er of 1102 mods bt 
That wah mak) 1c or gnhannt 1. bh 19319) alt! 
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And giuing ſceme 6z:Aw JO. 2d now! 
Fortune to whom Weregiutn, «.;- 
All _ thy ſeorrager tags "" derinen,! . | 
Oh worgmmeutably true 
If is thy meaning is 
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£ Ul Arcadia 
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Arcadia ſha/l after ſo many woes \ won h1 1 
Fine out new reit and peace, new bfe procure. 


If the fore-told-on bhiſſe Vis 


Which the great Oracle did erfþ expoſe »  » '\1» 
Of the,faire fatall eroſe. + v | 
Proceed from thee and mn p. boas/ahlptninds 
Her fixed place doth finds. 
If that ſame voice do not deſſemble fill, 
Who hinders then the workang of thy wixd{? -... 
See lones and puries foes Jar A } 
A prond and truell youth, 
That comes from heauen,and yet with hean's contends. 
See then another Loner, ( JOE Daine) 
Batiring 4 hart chaſt trmths. ;\/ 
Viho wuh hi flames perbaps thy willeffonds. 
The leſſe that he attends, 
Putie to's playnts : reward to his deſart 
CMore flranngely flames in faith bu barts | 1 
Fatallthis beam is to himthat it high prizeth, 1:9 21 
Being deflenied ta ban ws 7 == "aig | 
Thu in it ſelfe alas diudrafiands... 
This heauenly power, - 
And this one fate another Aesbile. - MIT 
Tet neither conquered 15,neutber commas, }; \, - 1: 
Falſe humane hapes that towre + | 
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Should mount abote Pay "ihe 
But thou that land? A nt = & fate, 
eAnd with thy wit dinine -v1 bag-$11:2b tov dull 
Great mower of the hicad | 'wev 1; 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
Let them that ſound to lone now learne to lowe, 
Let wot that other mone, | 
Ab let not others blindeft folly thus 
Thy genth- proms/ac putre take from ve, 
But who doth know? perhaps this ſamethat ſerves 
An vnanoydable mi/c hienous eftate, 
CMay prone right fortunate. 


How 4 _— ts for mortall flobe 
To ſearch ito the Eternallſmnnes bugh light. 
Ancndofrthefult At. 
AFR. 2. Scene.1. 
Ergeito, CMiriilo. « 
Owl have ſcarche aloneſt the rivers ſide, 
About the meadowes | the'ils, 


. ® To findthee our: which now 7 have,the gods be praiſd. 
Air. Ah that thy newes Erga#to may deſcrue 
T his haſte. Bur bringſt thou life or death 2 
Er. This though Thad { would notyjucie thee. 
That do | hope to giue theezthough / hane it not 
As yet.But fie, thou mul? not fuffergriefe 
To ouerthrow thy fences thus. Liue man and hope. 


But to the purpoſe of my comming now, 
Ormio hath a ſiſter, knowſt her not? 
A tall big wench,a merry-countnaun'ſt Nymphe 
With yealow haire 
At. What is her name? (Er.) Coriſce. (Mir.) know het 
And heretofore - with her. + | "(well 
Er. Then know that ſhe (and ſce withall your lucke) i , 
Is now becothe{/know —_— 
| Companion to your , 
I have diſcourred all yourJone to her; 


And this which you defire,and readily © 
She me hath giu'n herfaithto bringe aboue. 

Mir, O happie Mirtil if this proue true: 
Burfaid ſhe nothing of the meanes whereby ? 

Er. Nothing as yet,nor wonld ſhe that conclude 
Vacill ſhe knew themanner of your lone. 


How 


 —— 
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The faithfull Shepheard 


Howie began, and whot hath hapr therein, 
T bat (he might eafilier ſpire into the hart 
Of your bcloued Nymphe,and better know 
How to diſpole by pratersor by fraud 
Of her requeſt. For this I cameto you, 
And make me now acquainted fromthe head, 
With all the hiſtorie of your deare Loue. 

M:r. So will I do,but yer Ergefto know 
This memorie(3 bitter hopelefle thing) 
Is like a fire-brand toffed in the winde, 
By which how much the fire increaſerh till, 
So mnchthe brand with blazing flame conſumes. 
Opiercing ſhaft made by ſome'power divine ! 
The which the more we ſeeketo draw it our, 
T he faſter hold it takes,the deeper roote. 
Well can 7rell you,that theſe Louers hopes 
Are full of vanities and falſhoods {Hll, 
Loves fruit is bitter,though the roote be ſweet. 
In that ſweet time when dayes aduantage get 
Aboue the nights,thenwhenthe yeare begins: 
T his daintie pigrim,beauries brightnew ſunne, 
Came with her count'nance like another ſpring, 
T 1|luminate my then thriſc happie ſozle 
Of P:/a,and Eghdr faire. Brought by her mother 
To ſeethe ſacrifices and the ſports . 
T hat celcbrated in thoſe ſolemne daies 
Were vnto /oxe. Where while ſhe ment to make 
Her eye-ſight bleſt with that ſame ſpetacle, 
She bleſt the ſpeRacle with her faire eyes, 
Being loues greateſt miracle beneath the 5kies. 
No ſooner had 7 ſcene that face,bue ſtraight 
I burnt,defending not the formoſtlooke, 
Which though mine eiesintomy breſtdireRted. 
Such an imperious beautie,as methoughr did ſay, 
Aſirtille yeeld thy hart for it is mine. | 

Er, Oh in our breſts what mighty power hath loue? 

T het's nOnE can tel},ſaue they che fame which prouc 


E Mir. 


The faithfull Shepheard. 
Afr. Sec how induſtrious lowe can woke cu'n in 
The ſimpleſt breſts. A filter which / had 
I made acquainted with my thoughts, who was 
By chaunce companion to my cruell Nymphe. 
Thetime ſhe ſtaid in P3/a and Ehae, 

Shee faichfull counſcli,and good aide me gaue, 
She dreſt me finely in one of her gownes, 
Circling my temples with a periwig, | 
W hich gracefu'ly (he crimmed vp wich flowres, 
A quiucr and a bowe hung at my fide, 

She taught me furthermore to fame my voice 

| Andlookes, for in my faceas then there grew no haire» 
T his done,ſhe me conduftcd where the Niwpbe 
Was wont to (port her ſelfe,and where we found * 
A noble troupe of maydens of Megare, 

By blood or loue allyed to my goddeſle. 

Mongſt them ſhe ſtood like to a princely Roſe, 
Among a heape of humble Violets. . 

Wehad not long bene there before vproſe , 
Onc of the maydensof Megars.and thus beſpake, 
Why ſtand we idly till inſuch a time, 

When palmes and famous trophees are (o rife 
Hayue not we armes counterfait fights to make 

As well as men? Siſters be rulde by mee: 

Ler's proue among our ſe!ues our armes inieſt, 
Thar when we come to earneſt them with men, 

We may them better vie. Ler's kiTe, and ſtriue 
Who can kille ſweerlieſt among our [clues: 
Andlcr this garland be the viRtors gaine, 

All at the propoſition laught: andall . 

Vnroit ſtrair agreed, Straightway began 

A fight confuled,no fignall we attended. | 

Which by her ſeene that firſt ordaind the ſport, 


© Sheſates againe. Let's make her worthy iudge 


T hat hath the faireſt mouch. All ſoone agreed, 

And Amarilischole. Whoſweetly bowing downe, 
Her beauteom eyes in modett bluſhing ſtand, ; 
Did hoy they were as faire within as th'were without. 


The faithfull Shepheard. * 
Or that _ I mouth enuyed, 
And would be cloath'd in pom le to, 
As who ſhould fay,l am © = 
Er. ſn good time did youchaunge intoa Nymphe, 
A ha bes of good lucketo come. : | *: 
Ar. Nowdid the beautious judge fit in herplare, 
According as the Hegarence preſcrib'd. 
Fach went by lot to make due proofe of her 
Rare mouth, that heauenly paragon of ſweetnelle, 
T hart bleſſed mouth that may be likened ro 
A perfum'd /ndian ſhell of orientall pearle,, 
ning the daintie treaſure, mxte with hony ſweet 
And purplc bluſh, Icannor (my Ergafto) cell 
Th inexplicable {weetneſle which / tele 
Oue of that kiſſe. Bur looke what Cypre- caues 
Or hiucs of Hy6a haue,are nothing all 
(mot with that which then 1 caſted there. 
*Er. Oh happy thefe ſweet kiile.(Air.) Y ca lweet, 
Bur yet not gracious,for it wanted [H1!l 
T he berter part: loue gaue it,but loue not 
Rerurn'd it backe.{ Er. ) Bur then how did you 
When it was your lotto kille?( 44r.) Vatothole lips 
My ſoule did wholy flic, and all my lite 
So ſhut therein,as in a litle ſpace 
It waxed nothing bur akiſle, And all 
My other limmes ſtood ſtrenghleſle trembling ill, 
When I approached to herlighening lookes, 
Knowing my deed was theft and deceit, 
I feared the maicſtic of her faire face, 
But ſhe aſſures me with apleafing ſmile: 
And puts me forward moregloue fitting like 
A Bee vpon two treſh and daintic Rolcsclole. 
Kiſling,/ caſted there the honey ſweet, 
But hauing kiſt, I felt rhe louely Bee | 
Serike through my hate with his ſharp piercing ſting, 
And being wounded thus, halfe deſperate, 
Tthought t'haue birtenthoſe manſlaught'ring lips, 
Bur that her odonifcrous breath ho aueduncy 
2 


Wak ned 


The faithfull Shepheard. 
Wak'ned my modeſtie and (till my rage. 
Er, This modeſtie moleſteth Louers ſtill, | 
Air. Now were the lotts fulfild, and eu'ry one | 
With heedtull minds the ſentence did arrend : 
When Amar wmdging mine the beſt, 
With herowne h crownes my treſſes, with 
T he gentle garland kept for viftorie, 
Bur never was ſhadele(lc meadow drier parche, 
Vader the balefail fury of the heatienly dog, 
T hen was my hart in ſunſhine of that ſweer, 
Neuer {o vanquiſhr asin victory. 
Yet had I power totake the garland off, 
And reach it hergſaying to you belongs 
Alone the ſame. T'1s due to you, that wade 
4 Mine good, by vertue of your mouth, 
She gently took't and crownd her ſelfe therewith. 
| And with an other that ſhe ware crownd minc. 
T's this | weare thus dried as you ſee, 
Je will I carry to my grauc with mee, 
In deare remembrannce of that happic day. 
Bur more for {12nc of my dead hopes decay. 
Er. T hou putie more then enuy dolt deſerue, . 
That wert another Tantabes in loues delights, 
T hat of a ſport atorment true didſt make. 
© T hou par'|t coo dearc forthy ſtolne delicates. 
Bur did ſhe ere perceiue thy pollicies ? 
Atir, That know {nor( Ergaſto)ycrthus much I 
That in the time ſhe made Es: bleſt (know, 
With her ſweet count'nance,ſhe liberall was 
Of plcafing lookes to mee. Burthereof did 
My cruel] tates robbe meſo ſodcinly, 
T hat /perceiu'd it not till they were gone. 
Whel drawne by the power of her beauteous looke 
Leauing my home came hither, wherethou koowlt - 
My father had this poore habnacle. Y 
But now the day that with fo faire a ſpring began, 
Come to his weltern bound,thunders & lightes our, . 
Ah then 1 ay thelemere true ſignes of death, 
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The faithful Shephard 
Nos had (alas) my tender father felr, | 
My not-fore{cene departure,and orecome 
With griefe,fell ficke nigh hand codeath, 
Whereby I was conſtrained to returne. - 


Ah that returne prooued the fathers health, 
But dead!y fickaciſeto the ſonne: forin ſhort time 


1Tlanguithed and pined quite away- 


Which held me trom the tume the ſunne had lefe 
The bull, vntill his entry into Capricorne, 

And {o had ſlill,hadnot wy pitious father ſoughe 
For counlſaile ro the Oracle,which ſaid, | 
Onely Arcadia could reſtore my health, 

So lrerurnd to ſec her that can heale 

My bodies griete (O Oraclesfallelye) 

But makes my ſoule ſicke evuerlaſtingly. 

Er, Strange tale thou tellt (441r:«o) though't be true, 
The onely health to one that's deſperate, 
I; codiſpaire of health. And now t'ts time 
I goe communicate witth our Correa. 

Gorothe tountaine you,there ſtay for me, 
le make what haſte / can. (44ir.) Goe happily, 
T he heauens ( Ergaſto) quith thy curtelie. 


Sce.2, Dormdo. Lupmo. Stu, 


Fortunate delight,and care of my 

Faire (pightfull $440, Ah that /were 

As deare vnto thy crueli mailter as thou arr, 
{Happic cramps) he with that white hand, 
That nippes my heart, thee ſoftly ſtroking feeds. 
With thee all day andallthenighthe is, 


Whilſt / chat loue him ſo, fighftill in vaine. 


And that which greeues me worſt, he giues thee fill 
Kaſles ſo (weete,that had / one of them, 

I ſhould goe bleſt away, cannot chooſe 

But kiſle 17e/ampo, Now if th'appie [tarres 

Ot loue, ſent thee ro me beauſe thou thould(t 

Find out his ſteps. Go'w whither me great loue.. 
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"Theenarure teacheth. Bur /heare a horne 
Sound intheſe wands: (S« ) Voho ho, elampe ho; 
Do. lf my defiredecciue me not, that isthe vorce 
O-my beloved Sivo, that calls his Cogge, 
He hath our labour ſau'd.($s.) Vohoho, Mciampe ho, 
Do. Doubticllct's hc:happic Dormue.heauens 
Haue (cot him whom thou ſought!t,c'15 belt / pur 
The dogge alide,ſo may { win his loue. 
Lapine.(Lu.)Whars your will(Do.)Go hide thy ſelfe 
In that ſame thicke,and take the dogge with thee.(La.) 7 goe. 
Do. And tire noctill /call.(Z#,)/No more / wall 
Do. Goſoone. ({s.)Andcall youſoone,leaſt hunger make p 
T he dogye belecue | ama ſhoulder of mutton, and to tall too. 
Do. Go get you hence hen-hearted wretch, 
$i. O wretched me,whither ſhall I goe 
To follow thee my deere,my faithfull dogee? 
The dales,the mountaines,] hauc ſought with carey 
All weary now I am. Curlt bethe beaſt 
T hou did(t purſue, Burſee a Nymphe, pethaps 
She can tel] newes of him. Out vponher, 
T 'ts ſhe that's ſtill ſo rroubleſome rome. 
7 muſt ciſlemble. Faire and gracious Nymphe, 
Did you my good Melampo ice to day? 
| Do. [faire good Swe? can you call me faire? 
That am nor faire a whit vnto your eyes. | 
Si, Or fairezor foule,did younort ſee my dogge? 
Anſwere tothis,or /am quickly gone. 


| i Do, Stil thou art froward vnto her that thee adores, 
Who would belecue that in that ſmooth aſpe&t 
- Were harboured ſuch rugged thoughts. Thou through 


| T hcſe ſauage woods and rocky hills purſu'ſt 
A bcalt that flies thee,and conſum'ſt thy (clfe 
In racing out thy greyhounds ſteps: and me 
T hou ſhunſt and doſt diſdaine that loues thee fo. 
Ah leaue theſe does that runne ſo faſt away, 
Take hold of me thy preordained pray. 
$i. Nymphe, / Melamps cameto ſecke,not to loole time, 
Farewell. ( Do.) Do not ſo ſhun me crucll Sumo, bo 
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The faithful Shepheard. 

Tletell thee newes of thy Melampo man. 

$i Thouieſts Dormaa. (Do.) Sluio, [proteſt 
By that deare love that me thy handmaid makes, 

I know where thy CMelampo is that courſt the doe» (power. 
Sil. How did he leeſe her?( Do.)Both dog and doe areinn my 
SY, Bothin your power?(Do.) Why doth it gricue you then 

That [them hold that do adore you ſo? 

$4, Deare Dorwda,quickly gige me him» 

Do, See wau'ring child,am 1 nor fortunate? 

Whena beaſt and a dogge can make me dearetothee. 

$i/, Good reaſon too, but yet her lle dececine. 

Do. What will you giue me? ($i4.) Two gwlded apples 
Which my mother gaue me yeſterday. 

Do. 1wantno apples,and perhaps /could 
T hee better-talted giue ; didft thou not thus 
Dudaine my gifts. ($S.) What wouldſt thou have,a kid, 

A lambe? Ahbut my. father giues me no ſuch Jeaue. 

Do. Nor kads,nor lambes do [defiregit is thy loue 
My S#4zio which [ſceke. ($14) Wilt thou nought but my loue? 

Do. Nought ciſe.($4,)/ give itthee, Now my deare Nymph - 
Giue me my dog and doe. (De.)'Ah that thou knewſt 
Thattreaſures worth whereof thou ſcemſt ſo-liberall, 

Oc that thy heart d:d anſwete rothy tongue. | : 

Si. Heare me faire Nymphe;thou cucr telſt me of * 

A certaine loue, /knowftotwhat iris: = . 

Thou dolt defire / ſhould thee loue,and o-1do. | 

Asfarre forth as / can,orvnderſtand, - ' 

Thoucaliſt metruc'l,and /know not cruekrie. 

Do. Wretched Dorinda,how halt chou plaſt thy hopes 
Inbcautie,teeling-ne're a ſparke ob loue? _ wy 
Thou louely boy artfuch afrerome; i + - 
And yer burnes not thy ſeife. Thee vader hunjane ſhape © 
O: daintie mother,did the { yprian dame: - 

Bring forth, chou haſt his arroowes and his fire. 

Weli knowe- my breaft both burnt and wounded tooy 

Cret but h1- wings vatorhy ſhoulders,and. | 

New Cupia ſhalt chowbegwerienorehy hears © | / Bk 

4 cage oi cocky kozen {iythelfe, ooo» 
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The faithful Shephcard, | 


Thou wantedſt naught of louegbur loue it ſeife, ; 
$4, Tell me,what kind of thing is this ſame louet 
Do. Ifinthy face | looke (oli louecly boy) 

Thenis this loue a paradize of ivy. 

Bur if I corne and view my ſpirit well, 

Then t'15 a flame of deepe 1ofernall hell. 

Sil. Nymphe,no more words,gme me my dog and doe. | 
Do. Nay giue me hi{t,the love youpromuſed, 
Sil. Have I rotgiunut whar a ſtirrers here, 
Her to cnntegt: takeit,do what thou wile, 
Who doth forbid thee? what would(t chou haue more? 
Do. Thouſowſtthy ſecd in ſand wretched Dormaa, 
$i/, Whar would you haue? why do you linger thus? 
Do. Asſoone as you haue got what youdeſue, 

(Perfidous $:1u49) you are gone from me. . (pledge? 
$44. No truſt me Nymph.(Do,)Gme me a pledge. (S«.) What 
Do. 1 dare nortell.($4,) And why? (Do.) | am aſham'd, 
Sil. Are you aſham'd to ſpeake,and not alſham'd % 

It toreceme? (Do.) If you willpromiſe me 

To givecit, I will tell (S#/.) I promiſe you. 

Do. {$ilmwo my deare) do you not vnderſtand me yet? 


( I ſhould haue vnderſtood you bur with halfe of this. 
1 $i. Thouart more ſubrill much then I. 
| Do, I am-more catrncſt,and lefle cruel much then thou, 


$4. To fay the troath, I anno Prophet I, 
You muſt ſpeake if yol'le haye me vnderſtand. . © 
Do, O wretch one of thoſe which thy mother gauetothes. 6 
| S$i/. A blow on th'eare?(Do.)A blow on th'ear to one) loues 
$/.Sometime ſhe maketh much of me with one of the.,thec? 
X De, Doth ſhe not kifſe you then? (Si/.) Nor ſhe nor any clſe 
Doth kifſe me. But perhaps youl'd have a kille. . - ©. 
| You anlwerenot,your bluſhing you acculeth, 
] am content,but giue me firſt my dogge. (77 *4 
Do. Y'haue promilt me? (Si) T'1s true,] have:promilt chee, 
Do. And will youſtay? (S.) Tuſhwhat aſtirreis beret I will. 
; { Do. Come forth Lupmo, Lapis doſt not heare? 
Fa Lu, Whocalls? Icome;licomezit was not I, 
Ir was the dogge that ſlept. (Dv.) beholdrby dogge - -- 
More courteous then thy (elfe.(S14) O happy me. De. 
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The faithfull Shepheard 


Do. He in theſe armes that thou deſpiſeſt fo, 
D1d pur himſelfe. {(S/,) O my molt deare 4ſclenpe, 
Do, Eſteeming deare my kiſſes and:my ſighes. 
Sil. Tl: kille thee thouſand times poore curre. 

Haſt thou no harme in 1unning poore Melampe ? 
Do. O happie dog might 1 changelots with cheer 
Am l not brought vnto an excellent paſle, 
T hat of adog | mult be jealous thus? 
#70 go vnto the huneinz ſtrair, 


Ile tollow thee. ( L#.) Miltreſle [go» Ex, 


Scene.3 Siluio. Dorinas, 
] S oughe behind? Where is the Doe you promiſt mee \ 
Do. Will you her haue aliuc or dead ? 
Sil. I voderſtand you not. 
How's ſhe aliue,hath noe my dog her kilde 
De. But ſay the dog hathnot, (Sf) Is ſhe alive? 
Do. Ale. (S) So much more welcome ſhe's. 
Do.-Onely ſhec's wounded inthe hart. ($7) T hou mock(tz 
How can ſhe live and wounded inthe hart ? 
Do. My cruell S#i0, 1 am that ſame Do, 
Without purſuit or conquelt taken ſo. 
Quicke if thou pleaſeſt ro accept of me, I 
Dead if thou doſt deſpiſe my companie. 
Sil, Is this the Do, the game youtold me of? 
De. Thus is the ſame. Ay me, why looke you ſo? 
Hold you a Nimph no dearer then aDo? 
Sil. I neither hold thee deare nor like of thee: 
But hate thee brute, vilde,lying filth. © Ex, 
Do- Is this my guerdon cructl Swe ? 
Vogratefull boy is this all my reward? 
Teaue Melampo and my ſelfe with him to thee, 
Hoping thac thus thou would(t not have denide 
Thc ſuaſhine of thine ey es to me. | would 
Haue kept thee and thy dog moſt faithful company, 
I would haue wipte thy browes fromitoilcfull lweat ; 
Vpon this lap that neuer taketh relt, 
Thou might'lt havetane —_ would 


Have 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


Have carried all thy cew and prou'd thy pray, 
When beaſts had wanted in the woods thou mighteſt 
Haue ſhot at.me for one,and in this bre{t 

Have vied ſhll thy tough-well-finew'd. bowe. 

So as thou wouldſt,l bkethy (cruant might 

Thy weapons carried haue,or proud thy pray, 
Making my breſt both quiuer and the marke 

For choſe chy ſhafts. But vato whom ſpeake I ? 

To him that heares me not, but's fled from me, 

Fhe where thou wite;chee will /{till purſue, 

Fu'n into hell if any hell can be ; 

More painfull then my griefe,then thy great crueltie. Exit, 


Srene 4. Coriſta, 


How Fortune fauours my diſſeignes 
'O) lorethen /lookt for. She good reaſon hath, 

For { ne're askt her tauour ſhametaſly, | 
Great pow re (he hath,and with good cauſe the world 
C211: her a puilſanr goddefle:y ex muſt wenor fit fhill, 
For (ildome idle folkes proue fortunate. 

Had not my induſtry made me companion vnto her, 


" What would this fit occalion have auailed me, 


To bring my purpoſe vmo palle ? Some foole 
Would hauc her ral ſhpnd,and ſhew's fignes of 
Her icsloufte, bearing ah evil eye: 

Abour, but that had bene ll done, for eaſilier 

May one bor pe-her from an openthen a hidden foe; 
T he couer'd'rocks are thoſe which do deceiue 

The wileſt marrincrs Whocannor fnend(hp faine, 
Cannet truly hate, Now ſee what /can do, 

1 amnot luch analletothinke ſhe doth not loue, 

Ir mighe ſhe make lome other toole be!ceue. 

Bur tuſh, / am the multreſle of thi« art. A tender wench, 
Scarce fromthe cradle crept,in whom loue hath 
Std bur the firſt drops ot his ſweer,lo long 

Purſude and wo0« 6d by a worthy fend, 


Andwollekiit,a..c ichiſt,and yer nor loues 


—_ 
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The faithfull Shepherd 
She is an aſſe that it beleeues. Lie not beleew't, 
But ſee how Fortune fauours me: Behold 


Where Amarilis is her (clfe, le make 
As though /ſawc her notzand (tand aſide, 


Scene 5. Amaridis, Coriſca. 


\ 

D Eare ble{led woods,and youthe ſilent grones 
Ofreſt and peace,the harbour-houſes true: 
How willingly / tare to viſit you. 

And if my ſtarres had ſo benepleaſde thaue let 

Me liuevnro my (clfe;/ with thelizian fields 
T he happie gardeins of the demy gods, | 
\Wou'd not hauc chang'd your gentle ſhadow (pors. 

It I mdge right,theſe worldly goods are nought - 

But mulchiefes,{till the richeſt hauc leaſt goods, 

And he poflefſſeth molt that is moſt poore. 

Riches are cuer ſnarcsof hbertie. 

What's fame of beautie worth in tender yeares ? 

Or heavenly nobleneſ[e in mortal! blood? 

So many fauours,borh of heauen and carth, 

Fields large,and happie, goodly meadow plaines, 

Fat pa(tures,rhat do fatter flocks preſent, 

If inthe ſame the hart be not content. 

Happie that ſhepheardeſle, whoſe ſcarcely knees, 

A poore, but yer aclcanly gowne doth reach: 

Richin her ſelfe,onely in natures gifts. 

Who in ſweet pouertic,no poorenelle knowes: 

Nor feeles no tortures which this riches brings. 

Deſire to haue much,nere doth her torment, 

If the be poorezyer 13 ſhe well cantent. 

She natures gifts doth nurſe with natures gifts, 

Making milke ſpring with milke,faucing her native ſweet 

Wirh hony of the Bee,one fountaine ſerueth her. . , | 

To drinke,to waſh,and for her looking glaſle. 

If ſhe be well,then all the world is well. &. 

Let the cloudes riſe, and thunder threat amaine, 


Her pouertic doth all the feare prevent, 
F 2 if 
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| | The faithful Shepheard. 
If ſhe be poore, yet is ſhe well content. 
Finely the flocke commuted ro her 
Feeds onthe graſſe, the whilſt her ſhepheard friend 
Feeds on her eyes,not whom the ſtarres,or men, p 
Her deſtenies,but whom affection chooleth. 
| Then inthe ſhadow of a Mucetell tree, 
Cheriſht,ſhe chenſheth againe;nor'doth 
She fcele that hear which ſhe ciſcouers nor: 
Nor euer |;cat diſcouer which ſhedoth not fecle.-. 
Alwaies declaring trothotherintene, 44 
| If ſhe be poore, yet is ſhe well content. 


_— w__—  —_—_ — 


Truelife that knowes not-death before they die. 
Ah that I nught my fortune chaunge with theirs, 
| But ſec Coryc ſauc you good Cor1/ce, 
| Co. Who calleth me2?DNeate Amarils.dearer then 
| Mine eies, my hfe,whicher go you alone? 
Ama, No further then youſee,glad Ihaue found you our. 

| Ce, You hauc her found that will noe part from you, 
| And eu'n now,thus was /thinking with my ſeife, 
Were I her foulc how could ſhe {tay away fo long ? 
And therewithall you care my deare,and yet 
You donot loue your poore Coriſea. ( Am.) Why o ? 
| 'Co. Axke you why {of and youa bride to day. 
Ama. A bride2({0.) A bride,and yetfrom me you keep it- 
eAma. Haw ſhould / vtter that | do not know ? 
= 'Co. Yet wil you faine?( Am.) Youielt.(Co.)T'1s you thatieſt, 
{ Ama. Andcanitthen be true? (Co.) Moſt certaine true. 
| Do not y ou know'thereof? ( Ama.) I know | promilt was, 
| Put know not that the marriage is ſoneare, 
| Co, 1 heard it of my brother Ormin: and to (ay the troth, . 
[ 9 Therc is no other talke.Buryoulooke pale. 

| T his newes perhaps dothtrouble you. ( Ama.) tis 

] ong fince the promuſe paſt.aod (hill my mother ſaid 

| T hi day it ſhouldremue. (Co.) Vntoa better life 


| You ſhall reviue,for this you ſhould be merry, 

| Why Co you ligh? 'et that poore wretch goſigh. 
| Ama. What wretch? (Co.) Mrule,v hom cu'nnow 7 found © 
Readic to dic: aud ({urely he had dicd 


Lad 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


Had 7not promiſt him this marriage todiſturbe, 
\Which thouzh 7oncly for his comfort ſaid, 
Ye: were /fit to doit.( Am.) And did he giue c6ſent? 
Co. [: and the meanes. (Am.) Ipray you how? ({+.) Eafilyz 
So you thereto c1{poled be to yeeld. 

e-Ama, That could I hopz,and would you giue your faith 
Not to diſcloſe it, / diſcouer would 
A thought which in my heart I long haue hid. 

Co. Indiſcloſe ! Ground open Fl thy tawes 
And ſwallow me vp by a miracle, 

Ama. Know then ( Cors/ca) when 1 think I muſt 
Be ſubieR to a child, that hates,thar flies from me, 
And hath no other ſport but woods and bealts, 
And loues a dogge better then thouſand Nimphs, 
1 malcontented ite halfe deſperate, 

Bur dare nor ſay fo for reſpett /beare 

Vanto mine honeſtie,vato my faith 

W hich to my father,an4 what wo! ſer is, 

W hich to our puiſſant goddefle | have giv'n : 
If by chy helpe wy faith my life both ſau'd, 

] might diuide me from this heauic knor, 

T hen ſhouldlt thou be my heath, my verie life. 

Co, Ito for this thou l1gh'lt good reaſon thou 
Deae Amari hait. How oft he aid? 

A thing (o tare to ane that can Celpiſe it 2 

So rich a lemme to one that knowes it nots 

But you 100 craftic arc tote)! thetroth, 

What let's you now to {peake ? ( Ama.) The ſhame I haue. 

Co. Siſter you haue a miſchicuous diſcaſe, 

T'had rather haue the poxe,the teuer,or che fiſtulay 
Bur trult ro me,youl'c quickly leaue the ſame: 
Once do bur mafſler it,znd then t'1s gone. 

Ama. This ſhamefaltnelle chat nature ſtamps in vs 
Cannot be maltcred. for it you ſecke 
To hunc it from your hart, it fhes into your face. 

Co. O Amarilu,who(too wile) conceales 
Heril/, at laſt great folly (he reucales. 


Hadlt chou but at the fult diſcoucred ; 
| =_ - T his. 
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This thought to me, thou hadſt bene loſe ere this, 
Now trie Cor5/caes art,you could not haue 
Entruſted you into more ſubtil faithfull hands, 
Burt when you ſhall be freed by my belpe 
Fromthis ſame captive husband,will you not 
Prouide y ou of another Louer then? 

Awma, Atbettcr leyſure we will thinke of that, 

Co, Truſt me you cannot faithfull Afirtilo. 
You know there 1s not at this day a ſwaine 
For valew,honeſt troth and beautic, worthicr 
Of your affeftion. And you will let him dic, 
Without ſo much as ſaying (o. Yer heare him once. 

Ama, How better t'were to giue him peace & ſtab: 
The roote of ſuch deſire as hath no hope. 

Co. Giue him this comfort yet before he die. 

eAma. It rather double will his miſerie. 

Co, Leauethat to him. ( Ama.) But what becomes of me, 
If eucr it be knowne? (Co.) Small burt chou haſt. 

Ama. And ſmal| r{halbe before my name do endaunger. 

Co, It you may faileinthistheninthe reſt, 
I you may faile, Adiew. ( Ama.) Nay ſtay Coriſca, 

care me but ſpeak, (Co.)) No not a word, vnleſlc 
You prounſe mc- ( Am.) / promiſe you,oyou 
Do tie me tonoughtelle, (Co.) Tonothing elſe. 

Ama. And you ſhall make him thinke I knew not of ir, 

Co, He make himthink it was by chance. ( Am.) Andthat / 
Depart afſoone as I chinke good. (Co.) Aſloone (may 
As you haue heard him ſpeake. ( Ama.) And that he ſhall 
Quickly diſpatch. (Co.) So ſhall he do. (Az:4, Andrhat 
He come not neare me by my darts length neuer, 

(#. O what atoylet'is toreforme your ſimpleneſle: 

A1l parts ſauing his tongue wee'le ſurely tic. 
Wil you ought elſe? ( Am.) No nothing elle. (Co.) Whe wil you 

Ama, When you think good,gwe me but ſo much rume(do't? 
I may go home and heare more of this marriage. 

Co. Go. But take heed you doit warily. 

But heare what I am thinking on. Today 
About noone time among theſe ſhadow trees 
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j The faithful Shepheard 


Come you without your Nimphs , here ſhall you find 

Me to that end, with me ſhalbe Nerme, 

Agtlanre, Eh/a,Phils,and Licoris,all mine owne. 

As wile as faithfull good compamons, 

Here may you now(as often you haue done) 

Play at blind buffe. 4571 mill eafily thinke, 

T hat for ycur ſport and notfor him you came. 
Ama, This pleaſeth me,but yet / would not haue 

Your Nimphs to heare the words 44irtille ſpeakes, 
(0. I'vnderſtand,and well aduiſde,let me alone, 

Ile make them vaniſh when I ſce my time : 

Go,and forget not nowto louc your poore Cori/ca. + 
Am. How can I chuſle but loue her in whoſe hands 

Thave repoſde my life. (Co.)So ſhe is gone. Exit. Am. 

Small force will ſerue to batter downethis rocke, 

Though ſhe haue made defence to my aflaule, 

Yer will ſhe neuer his abide. / know too well . 

How hartie praters of a gracious Loue 

Can tempt a tender wenches hart. Yet with this ſport 

Ve eye her (o,ſhee'le ſcarcely thinke it ſport. 

- Teby her words,will ſheor nill ſhe,ſpic 

And pierce into the bowels of her hart, 

Vie make me miltreſle of her ſecrers all. 

Then Ile condutt her (ſo thar ſhe (hall thinke 

Her molt vnbrideled loue and not my art 

Hath brought her in to play this wretched part. 


Scene 6, Coriſca, Satir, 


O' amdead, (Sz, And1aline 2 (Co.) Ahrurne. 
My Amarilizs,turne againegl[ taken am, 
$4. Tuth Amarilks heares thee not, be quiet now. 

Co, Oh me my heare. ($4. Thaue hunted thee (o long 
Thar ar the laſt ch'art falne into my ſnare; 
Thus u theroabe liſter,this is the heate.- 

Ce. Speake youto me Satir? (Sa.) Ieu'ntothee, 
Arc x ou not that ſame famous Cor:/ca,thar 


Exccll.at aultrellc of lyc>that at ſv dcare arare- 
g | vn "= Falſe 
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(| Falſe hopes,fain'd lookes,and lying words doſt (ell, 
| T hat haſt berraicd me ſo many waies perfidous Cori/ca, 
| Co. I am Coryca gentle Satsy, but not now 
| So pleaſing to thine eyes as | have bene, 
| $4. I gentle wicked wretch, | was notfo 
| . When me thoulefſt ro follow Corizon. | 
Co. 1 leit thee tor another. { Sa.) See,fee a wonder, 
T his is newes indeed. Bur when | ſtole 
Faire Lillaes bowe, Cloru (catte, Daphnes rich roabeg 
And Stmars buckins,then thou promi'(tt me 
Thy louc thou gau'ſt another ſhould &e my reward. 
The daintie garland which I gaue to thee, 
| T hou gau'lt ro Ny/ws. And when me thou mad'ſR 
| To watch ſo many froſtie nights both 1n 
T he caue,the woods,and by the river (ide, 
Andeuer mocked(t mc,waz I notgentlethen? 
Belecue me now thou ſhalt me pay for all. 
(+. Thouſtrang\ſt me as if I were adogge. | 
| $a. Now ſee rf thou canſt runne away againe. 
| | Thy pollicies fhall not auaile thee now. 
| If bur thy head hold on t'1s vaine to ſtriue, 
_ (9. Good Satir give me leave to ſpeak to thee, 
Sa. Sprak then ({o.)How can /{feak? It me got 
_ Vponmny faith / will not runne away. 
Sa. Whar faith oh faithleſſe woman haſt 2 Dar'ſt thou 
| Yet ſpeak of faithto me ? lie carry thee 
F | Into the darkeſt cauc this mountaine hath : 
| | Where never Sunne nor humane ſteppe approach'e, 


—_ 


———— 


þ | Ile hide thereſt chere thou with my delighe 
3k And with thy ſcorne ſhak feele what {wil do with 
Cs, And canit thou be ſocruel to rhat haire (thee. 
i For which thou oft haſt ſwornet'were ſweet to die, 
And that thou coulſt not (uffer roo much 1l! for me? 
| Oh keau- ns,oh fates, whom ſhall a woman truſt ? 
i Sa. Ahwicked, thinkſt thouto deceiue me yet ? 
| Canſt thou yet tempt me with thy ſubrilries? 
Co. Ohgentle Sat do not make af, 
Ot her that thee adores./t (o thy harr 


Be 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
Be not of matblemade,bchold me ac 
Thy feete,if ever /offended thee (0 [dole of 
My ſoule) 7 pardon craue.By theſe ſame ftrong 
And morethen manlike knees which / embrace, 
By that ſame loue thou ſometime bar'lt co me, 
By that ſame ſweetneſſe which thou want eo draw 
T hou ſaid'{t out of minecyes calling them ſtarres, 
Now wretched fountaines of theſe bitterteares, 
I pray thee pittic meglet me but go. . 
$4. The wretch hath almoſt mou'd me, ſhould 1 but trafy 
AﬀecQion onely Iwere overcome. | 
Bat to be ſhort, wil nottruſt chee, ſtrive no more. 
For all this humblene(Tethou art { 9r5/ca lil. 
Co. Oh me my head,ſtay yet do not deny 
Me one poore fauour yer. (S4.) What fagovr's that? 
{. Heare me but once. (Sa.) Thouthink'(t with fained 
And forged teares to mollifie my heart. (words 
Ce. Ahcurteous Setir,whar wilt thou make of me? 
$a. Weelle trie, (Co.) No pittie then ? ($a.) No pittie I. 
Co. Art thou rcſolu'd of this? (S#.) I am refolud. 
Haſt thou now made an end of all thy charmes? 
Co. Ohvillaine indiſcreet, vnſeaſonable, 
Halfe a man;halfe a goat,and'all a beaſt : 
Dryed Carogne,dcfeR of wicked nature, 
Doſt thou belecue Coriſca loues not thee? 
Ir ix moſt truc . What ſhould I loue in thee: 
This goodly bunch of that beſlauered beard, 
T hele goathike cares,thatſtinking toothleſle cane? 
$4. Oh witch are theſe rome? (Co.) Thele are to thee. 
$4. Ribald tome? (Co.) Halfe got to thee, (Sa.) And do 
Not | with theſe my hands thruſt out thy bitches tongue? 
Co. TI if thou duſt, (Sa.) A filly woman in my hands, 
Dares brauc me? dares defpiſe me rhus ? Well Ile, 
Co. Villaine what wilt thou do? (S4.) Ile cate thee quick, 
Co. Where be thy teeth? ($a,) Oh heavens who can endure 
I'le pay you home,come on. (Ce.) I wil not come. 
* $a. That will I ce. (Co. Spite of thy hart /will not. 


$a, Come on, wee'leſee who hoththe {troonger thou 
G e 
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The wortal. rage of our vnmorial queens 


Thenecke or I the armes,Nay ſoft and faire. 


Well ler vs ſee, {Sa:) Gotoo, (Co.) Satirhold faſt. 


Farewcl|,l would thy necke were broke. Zxu Co. 
Sa; O me my head,my backezmy fi4e.Oh whar 

A {aliisthis? I ſcarce canturne my flelfe. 

And 1s ſhegone and left hcr head behind ? 
Vouluzll wonder. Nimphs and ſhepheards come, 
Bchold a wichcraft tricke of one that's fled 

And lwes without a head ! How light it 15? 

It hath no braines,rhere commeth out no blood, 
VWhy looke / ſo? Oh foole ſhe gone withour a head, 
Thou art without a head that ſeclt not 

How thcuart mockt, Treacherous perſidous witch, 
/,'t not inoughth'alt made thy hare to lie, 

Thy face,thy words,thy lauzhter and thy lookes, 
But chat thy haire mult he.Poets behold 

Your nate gold,your amber purcythat vou 

So lonely praſeyfor [hame y our ſubie chaunge, 
In ſteed whereot ling mea witches ſubtiltic, 

T hatrobberh lepulchres and rotten heads 
Todrei]c her owne. As well you may go praiſe 
CMegeracs viprous monſtious haires.Louers 
Behoid,and be aſhamed wrerches now, 

Mike this the mcanes your ſencestorecouer 

T hat arc infnar'd infuch without more plaines, 

But whz ſtay /co publiſh out her ſhame ? 

This hairc my tongue fo famous made ercwhiley . 

I wall go proucto make againe 35 Vile 

Funs Atl, 2. 


Chorus. 


Great wat her fauit avderronr ſure, 
T 'M. ara occaſion all our reene : 
I# ho lowes or eat lawes holy andpare 
(Breaking ber faub ) did molate 
Ani thereb 'y Grd alizeranate 


That 
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The ſaithfull Shepheard. | 


That neither teares nor {lood 

Of many harmleſ: ſoules haue done ys 200d, 

So fauh to emery wertue roote 

T he ornament of exery /on/e well borne, 

4n heauen hath ſurety (et hi: foote, 

T hat warthily ave fauthl- ſſe h:ld in ſcorne, 

So nature truth would cnrr haypee make, 

Eun for the true almightie makers ſake. 

Blind mortalls you that hane ſo deep deſire 

To get and to poſſeſſe 

A gnilded carks ſſe of a parted tire, 

That like anaked halow walees on full, 

Seeking her ſepulchre by geſſe : 

What lome,or rather fond will, 

Hath wucht your hart dead beantie to purſue? 

Rich treaſures are lower follies found. The true 

And lmely lone is of the ſoute : 

All other ſubte(t; want what lone requires, 

Therfore they not deſerne theſe amorous deſwer, 
The ſoule becau/e tt onely lowes agame, 

I: onelyworthie of this lowing ame. 

It is apretie thing to kiſſe 

The delicate vermulion Roſe 

Of ſome faire cheeke,they that haue prog d that bliſſe 

( Right happie Lowers ) /o will ſay, Tet thoſe 

Will (ay agame hiſſes are dead and vaine, 

Where $ BOM t1ft reſtores it not againe. 

The ſlrohes of two inamourd lips are thoſe 

Where mouth on mouth {ones (weereſt vengeance ſhower, 

Thoſe are true k, ſes where with equall wills 

We ener giue and take apame our fills, 

Kiſſe but a curious onthe daintie hand, 

A breaſt,a brow,or what you can demand, 

Ton will confeſſe no part m womian is, 

Saue for ſweet month that doth deſerne a kiſſe, 

By which two ſoules with luely ſpurits meet, 

Making lue rubres kindly emergreet, 


So mong# vhemy (clues thoſe ſowly Þrigh hfullkiſſes 


Do 


Do emter-Tpeake and ma little ſowne 
Great things bewray and ſweeteſt ſecret bliſſes 
To others n,to them/elues well knowne. 
Such toy,nay ſuch ſweet life deth terang promey, 
Sowle knit to ſoule by th earthly knot of lone, 
Kiſſes that kiſſes meet,do paint onnon'd, 

Th mcounter; of two harts lowing below d. 


Scene I, Mirtsllo. 


CER entle childhood of the yeare, 

Mother of floures,fieſh hearbs,& freſh delires, 
Thou turrſt againe, but with thee do not turne- 

T he happie dayes of my delighttfull ioyes : 

T hou turnſt,thou turnſt,but with thee turoft nought elſe: 

Save of the loſle of my deare truſures lorne, 

The miſerable wretched mcmorie. 

Thou artthe ſame thou wert,(o frelh,ſo faire, 

Burt [am not as / was womt to be, 

So deare to other eyes,Oh bitter ſweets of loue, 

Much wotſer t's to leeſe you once pollelt, 

T hep never to have youenioy dat all, 

Much like the griete to chaunge a happie ſtate. . 

T he memoric of any good that waſts, 

Conſumes it ſelfe as th'other.is conſum'd. 

Bur if my hopes benot as istheir vſe, 

Of brittle glaſſe,or that my deepdelire 

M ke not my hope much greater then the truth, , 

Here ſha'l {ſee the ſun-beames of miae cy. 

Here if / be not mocks / ſhall her (ce 

Stay her quick feete at ſound of my lament. 

Here fhall my greedie cyes after long falt 

Receiue (weet toode from her diuinelt looke. 

Here will ſhe turne her {oi'raigne lighes on mee, 

If not gentle, yet cruel will they bee. 

If not the meanes ro breed mine inward ioy, 

So fierce, yer as /dic to mine annoy. 

O happic day (igh'd for long tunc im yaine, , 


IF: 


# 


| 


oy 


© ads 6... oo eds; 


If after times ſo clouded with complaines * | 1 

Loue thou doſt graunt me ſight of her faire cies, 

I meane made bright as is the morning Sun, 

Hither Erga#to ſent me,where he ſaid 

Coriſca and my beautcous Amarille 

Would be together playing at blind man buffe : 

Yet here ſec 1 none blind,ſaue my blind will, 

T hat wandring ſcekes her ſight by other mcances 

But findes it not. Opoyſon to my food, 

T his long delay blindeth my heart with feare, 

My cruell delteny will neuer chaunge. 

Each houre,cach moment that a Louecr ſtaies 
eQting his contentment, ſecmes a world. 

But who doth know 2? perhaps I ſtaid too long,” 

And here Corica hath attended mee, 

Ay me | It this be truezthen welcome death. 


Sce.2. Amarilis, Mirillo, ( horns of Numphs, Corsſta, 


Ehold the buffe ! ( 2s.) Behold indeed ! ah ſight, 
| Am. Why ſtay ye now?(Mir.) Ah voicethat haſt at once 
Both wounded me and healed me againe ? 
Am. Where be ye? what do ye? Li{erta you. 
That ſo deſir'd this (port, where are you now ? 
Where is { 0r1/ca? and where be the rell ? 
Air: Now may*t be truly ſaid that loue is blinde, 
And hath a ſcarfe that bindech vp his eyes, 
Ama. Come liſt to me | guide me clcare of theſe 


There ſet mein the plaine,youround about (trees, . 
A cticle make and ſo begin the play. 
Airy hat (ha!l I do? /ſeenothow this ſport 


Can do me good, nor / Coriſcalce that is 
The load-ſtarre of my hopes. Heauens aide me. 

Am, Why are ye come? think ye nought elſe to de 
Buc blind mine cics? Where arc ycler's begin? 

Cho,Num. Blind loue [ do nat truit to thee, 
That make: deſires full of obſemritie. 
Thou haſt [eral ſoght and leſſer troath, 
G3. 
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The faithful Shepheard. 
Vuhanpie they that truſt thine oath; * ol 
B lind or not blind thou temp: ft m vane, 
For [ can ſift me in this plate, 

Blind thou dof? ee throwgh Arons eres, 
Bra thou beſt ſighted ſafely trer.\ 
Now thot ] am at hiberne, 

1 were a foole to truft to thee. 

In tet nor earneft [ le mot ſlay, 
Becarſe thowhultjt when thow doft play. 

Am. Bur ye play too for oft, ve ſhould touch me. 

Ctr. O nughtie (30ds! whar do ! fee? am 1 
In heaven or earth? y'haue no ſuch harmorie. #2 

Co, Nimm. Put you that blind and fatthleſſe prome, « 
Thu calleth me to play this howre, 

Behold [ play,and with my hand ,. 
Hut your bathe and by you fland, 

Iplay and round about you run, 

And for I truit not you 1 ſown. 

Here am [now and there agame, 

Whilit youtake me ſtrine in vane, 

The reaſon 1s my hart is free, 
Therefore you cannot handle mee, 

eAma, | thought I had Licoris cauzht, and1 
Have got a tree. |heare you laugh full well. _ 

Air. Oh would I were that tree. Methinkes 1 ſee Cori/ca 
Hidcen in yonder ſhmbs,ſhe nods ro mee, 
T is cu'n the, ſhe beckens {Hill co mee. 

Cho.Num. Free harts hane ener feet to fiy, 
And/o (entiſng powre ) hane [. 

Tet will you tempt me in to traine ? 

In fanth (ſweet no: i'r all invaine, 
The reaſon is my hart i: free, 
Therefore you cannot handle mee. 

Ara. would this erce were bomn'd,now had Tthonghe 
Thad Eiſata'en. (:Vir.) Y ct doth Cori/ea point, 
She chreatens me,ſh*vou!d have me put my lelfe 
Among the(: Nimphes. ( Ama.) Belike thus I all day 

Muſt play with zecs, (Co.) /nuilt ſpite of wy hart 


Go 
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The faithfall Shepherd.” 

* Go out and ſpeake. Why ſlaiſtthouſearfull wretela- - 
V ntiik ſhe come tn thy armes? jcther take thec, 
Give me thy cart (foole) go and meet with her. . 

Aw. How ill agree; wy hatt wvith my deſire? 
Throne dares (o little, thiother feekes fo much. 
Ama. T tz ms? I rune agaive vntothe ſport, 
] almult weary. am. Fie,fic : you make 
Me run too much,in faith y'aretoo b'ame, 
Cho. Num. Now {ooze about triumphant powre, F 
T hat the worlds tribntc doit dencnre. | 
Now bearit thou mocks and many a bat, 
And hbe an Owte th art wonared at. 
Abowr whom bras fl:che thicke and round, 
Vi hilt them ſhe ſtrives tn vane to wound, 
So art thou loxe 11s inſ{ant tadle 
Langht at and mocly on exery ſide. 
Some hit thy backe,an4 ome thy face, 
Sparins thee neither time noy place, 
It will nt boote. thee ſpread thy wings, 
Northat thy pintons whitthng flinzs, 
Catch how thou wilt thou petſt not mee, 


The reaſon is my hart us free. 
( Amarillu takes Mirtillonow.) 


Him thou haſt canrht ut is nowonder, 
For loas holds all bis ſeuces under, Exceant'Cho.Nun,. 


 Sce.y, Amarillis, AMinills, { oriſca, 


[ N faith Auo/aural hauecatcht you now. 
Wil: you be gone? nay {oft lie bold you faſt. 
Co, T ruſt me had Inot vnawares to him 

Thruſt himon hcr,this labour had bene loſt. 

Ama, What not aword 2 are yau the or not ſhe 2 

Co. Here dol rake this dart,and m this grouc. 
1turne me to obſerue what followeth. . 

Ama. Sonow I know Cori/caare younot?. 
T's ſo you are ſo great and have no haire, 


Icould hauc wiſhi ao better match thea this. 
8 And 
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The fuithfll Shepherd 


And fince youti'de me, do vntie me too, 
Quickly my hart,and /will pay thee with 
Theſweereſt kiſſe thou ever had(t, Why ({tai'ſt e 
Me thinkes your hands do ſhake. Pur ro your teeth, 
Tf with your nailes you cannot do the deed. 
How tedjous y are? Ler mealone, 
My (elfe will rid me of this trouble ſoone : 
But ſce how many knots haue made me ſure. 
Ah that /may but make you p'ay this part. 
| Q Sonow [| ſee. Ay me what do /fee? dy 
| Let me alone (traytor)ay wretched me. 
| Mer. Stand ſtil my ſoule. (Am.)Let me alone 1 ſay, 
Darc you thus offer force ro Nimphs Aguawre, 
Eli/atreachours where are you become? 
| Let me alone. (45r.) BcholdI let you go. 
| ' Ama, Thisis Coriſcaes craft, well keep you that 
L Which you haue not deſeru'd. (Afr.) Why flie you hence? 
| (Cruel!) bchold my deach;bcho!d this dare 
| Shall pierce my woful breſt, (Am.)What wil you do? 
x Air, T hat which perhaps grieues you'moſ? cruell 
T hat any elſe beſide your lelfe ſhould do. (Nimph. 

Am, Oh me, me thinkes I am halfe dead. 
| Afr. Bur if this worke belong alone to you, 
| Bchold my breſt, here rake this fatall dare. : 
| Ama, Death you haue merited. But tell me who 
| Hath made you boldly thus preſume?(44:.) My louc 
; Ama. Loue is nocaule of any villain-att. 

Ati. Loue truſt met'was in me.I made me reſpec- 
Andſince you firſt lajd hold on meleſſe cauſe (tiuc: 
You haue to cal my aRtion villanie. 

Yeaeu'n when / by ſo commodious meanes 

| Might be made bold to vſc the lawes of loue, 
| Yet did /quake a Loner to be found. 

| | Ama. Caſt not my blind deedsin my tecth pray. 
| 


Hi, My much more loue makes me more blind then you. 
Ama, Prayersand fine conceits, not ſnares and thefts, 
Diſcreeteſt Louers vſe. (ir;) Ax ſauadge beaſt 
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The faithſull Shepheard. 


And doth aſſaile the ſtraunger on lis way, 
Sol that onely by your beauteous eyes 
Do liue: ſince that ſweet foode me haue forbad, 
Either your crueltic or cl{e my fate 
A ſtarued Lover iſſuing from thole woods 
Where I haue ſuffered long and wretched faſt, 
Haue for my health aſlaid this ſtratageme 
Which loues neceſfitie vpon me thrult. 
Now blame not me'Nimphcruell)blame your ſelfe, 
For praiers and conceits true loues diſcretion 
As youthem call, you not attend from me, 
You haue bereau'd with ſhunning me the meanes 
Toloue diſcreetly. ( Ama.) Dilcreetly ntght you ro 
Toleaue to follow that which flies you lo, (do 
In vaine you know you do purſue me {t111. 
What js'e you ſecke of me ? (A1:r.) Onely one time 
Daine bur to heare me,ere I wretched die. 
Ama, T's wellfor you,the fauour that you aske 
You have alreadic had : now get you hence. 
Air. Ah Nimph that which I have already (aid, 

Is but a drop of that huge ample ſea 
Of my complaints,if not for putie ſake, 
Yet for your pleaſure now heare(cruel|)bur 
Thc lateſt accents of a dying voice. 

Ama, Tocaſe your mind and me this cumber rid, 
I graunt to heare you, but withthis condition, 
Speake (mall,part ſoone,and never turne againe. 

Mir. Tntoo too ſma!l a bundle(cruell Nimphe) 
You doccommaund me binde my huze deſires, 
Which meaſure, but by thought nought cou'd con- 
That I you loue,and loue more then life, (taine: 
If you deny to know,aske but theſe woods 
Andrhey will tell, and te!l you with them will 
Their beaſts,their trees & ſtones of theſe great rocks 
Which / fo oft haue tender made to mele 
Ar ſound of my complaints.But what make 7 
Such proofe of loue where ſuch rare beautie 1; ? 


Sec but how many beauteous things the.skies containe, 
| How 
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Vs The faithfull Shepheard. L 


" | How many dreile the earth in braue attire: . 
Thence (hall youlce the torce of my dchire, , 
| Fox as the w ters tall, the fire doth nie, 


The ayrc doth flle the carth lies brmety fill, 
Andall theſe ſame the $laes do compatle rc ad. 
Fu'n {o to you as to ther chietelt good, 
NMccfoulerorh fliczand wy poore t} thou-hts do run 
With all alkeion to Your louely beallcs 
He tiz2t fiom their dear 1Cobiett noull " turnes 
Night full turne from their viuall courſe the $kics, 
The eanhythe ayrc, the water, and the fie, 
And quie remooue the earth trymoti his ſeate. 
But why commaund you me to ſp-ake but (mall? 
Small (hall Lceil,at 1 burte! | vou thall 
T hat I mult die,and lefle ſhail dying doo, ; 
JfI but fce what 15 my ru1ne too. 
Ay me,what ſhall I do? which may out-laſt 
Nly miſerable louee When | am dead, 
Yer cru-|l ſoule haue pitie on my panes. 
Ah taire! ah deare | {omerime fo {weete a caule 
Why 1 did live whillt my good fates were pleald. 
Turrve hitherward thole (tarry lights of loue, 

Lee me them fee once meeke and tull of pitic 
| Before | tie. So may my death be [weet. 
As they haue bene go0d guides vato my lite, 
' So let them be vnto my death,and tac 
| Sweet lo--ke which firll begat my loucgbeget 
My death : 1-t my loues Hesferus become 
T he «cv ning [tarre of my decaving day. 
But you obgdurate,neuei piic.iccle, 
Wlulit I more humble.you more haughtic arc. 
And can you heare me and not lpeake a a word ? 
Whom do l {pezke too{ wreech) a marble (tone? 
Tf you will fay nought ele, vet bid me Ges 
And you (hal! lee what force your words will haue, 
Ah wicked loue,this1s a milerie extiean ts 
A N, mph {ocrue!l ſodefitous of riiy Jeans 
Becaulc | aske it as a fatourglcoLmncs tC glue ity 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


Arming her cruel| voyce in ſilence fo, 

Leaſt it might fauour mine exceeding wo. 
Ama. It as well to anſwere as to heare, 

You pronn('d had, uſt cauſe you might have found 

To haue condemn'd my filence for ymult, 

You call me crue! L1Mmagininsg perha DS 

By that reproote mor: ealily to drawe 

Meto the contrary. No know (CIrrrri) 

] am no more delighted with the ſound 

Of that deſertlcilc arid difhiked pratle 

Y ou to nay b-autic giue,then diſcontent 

| To heare you call me cruell and vniuſt, 


] graunt this crueitiero any el{e a fatlle, 

Þ ut to a louer vertue t's and honeſhe, 

\V hich ic a woman you ca'l crueitie. 

But be it as you wou'd blame-worthy fault, 
Tobevnkindero one that loues. Tell mc, 

When was Amari cruell vnto you? 

Perhaps when reaſon would not gue me leaue 
To viethis piti-: vet how lie vl'd 

Yourlelfe can 1942e,when y ou from death I (ay'd: 
I meanc when you among a noble ſort of maides, 
A luſtfull Lover 1a womans cloathes 

Banded your ſeite,and dur{t contaminate 

The pureſt (ports, mingling mong kiſſes innocent, 
Kifles laſcunous and impure: which to rem:mber 
Iam aſham'd. But heauens my witnelle are, 

I knew you not,and atter | youknerw, 

I ſcornd your deed,and kept my {oule votouche 
From your la{ctuioutneſle;not uttering at all 

T he venome there to runne tomy chatte keart, 
You violated noghinz faue thour1t.'e 

Of theſe my l10s. A mouth kiſt but by force 

Spits our the katle,and kill; the ſhame with all, 

Bur te!) me vou,what fruire had you receiu'd 

Of your ra(h theft, had | diicoueredy ou 
Vntothole Nymphes? The Thractan Or tein: had noatbene 


Solamentably torne on Ebers bankes 
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The faithful Shephrard. 


Of 2.1cchus dames as you had bene of them, 
Had not you help'ryher pittie whom you cruell call. 
T hat pittie hich was fit for me to give, | cuer gave: 
For other ts in vaine youenher aske or hog e: 
If you we loue,then loue mine honeſtie, 
My lafetic loue,and love my life withall, 
Thou art too farre from that which thou deſir'ſt, 
The heauens forbid,the earthcontraries it, 
Death is the pumiſhment thereof. And aboue all 
Mine koneſtie defies forbidden afts : . 
Then with a ſafer keeper of her honours floure, « 
A (oule well-borne will cuer (corne to haue. 
Thenreſt in peace//4rrtilts) giue ore this ſuite, 
Get thee farrce hence to live it thoy art bec'lt wiſe, 
T'abandon life for pecuiſh griefe or (marr, 
I; = the ation of a valiant harr. 
From that which pleaſeth vertue.t'is 'ab{taine, 
It that which plealeth breeds cffence againe. 
Afrr. T olaue ones life 1snort within his power, 
T ha hath his ſoule forſaken and giu'n ore. Tg 
Ama. One atm'4 in vertue conquereth all deſire. 
Atir. Vertauc {mall conquelt gers where loue tryumpkes. 
Ama. Whocannot what he would will he what he can. 
Air. Oh loucs neceſſitie no lawes endures. ; 
ma, Dill ance of place may heale your wound againe, 
Air. Invaine one flies from that his hart doth harbour. 
' Ama. Anewdelireawold will quite diff lace. 
A1ir. Had | another hart,another (ou'e. 
Ama. Time will at laſt clearly this loue conſume, 
Ar. 1 after loue hath quite conſum'd my hte. 
Ama. Why then your wounds will not be curd at all ? 
Mir, Neuer till death. ( Ame.) Till death z well heare mee 


And looke my words be lawes vato your deeds. (now. 


Howbec't l know todie is the more vſuall voice 
Of an inamour'd rongue,thena deſire 

Or firme conceit his ſoule hath entertain'd, 

- Yer if by chaunce ſucha ſtraunge folly hath 
Polleſt thy minde, know then thy death will be 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


Death tamine honour as vnto thy life. 
Now it tho lou'lt melive and let it be 
A token ot thy wit henceforth thou ſhun : 
To ee me,or to ſeeke my company. 

Ar. O cruellſentence | can I without life 
Liuc thinke you then? Or tan I without death 
Find end vnro my torment and my griefe? 

Ama, Well now t'is time you go (445r14{)hence! 
Yow'le ſtay coo long.Go comfort your (clfe, 
Thar infinit the troupe of wretched Louecrs is, 
All woundsdo bring with them their ſeuerall paine, 
Norcan you onely of this loue complaine. 

Mir. Among theſe wrerches I am nor alone: but yet 
A miſerable ſpeftacleamonely I, 
Of dead andiuing,nor can live nor dic. 

Ama. Well go your wales, (44) Ah fad departure, 

End of my lite,20 | from you, and do not dic ? 
And yet 1 fecle the verie pangs of death, 
T hat do give life vato mine exttafie, 
Tomakc my hart imntortally to die, 


Scene 4. Amarillis. 


FH 1riidlo | oh my deareſt ſoule 4 
Could'ſt chou bur ſec into her hart whom thou | 
Call'ſt crucl| Amari, then would(t thoulay 

' Thou hadl(t chae pittie which thy hart deſires. . 

Oh mindes roo much infortunate inloue ! 

What bootes it thee my hart tobe belou'd? 

Whar bootes it me to haue ſo deare a Loue? 

Why ſhou!d the crucll fates ſodiſvnite 
Who loue conioines?and why ſhould traiterous loue 

Conioyne them whomthe deſtenies do part 2 
Oh happie ſauadge beaſts whom nature giues 
No lawes in loue,ſfaue verie loue it (elfe. 

Inhumane humane lawe,that puniſh'(t 
T his loue with death,it t be ſo ſweet to ſing 
And not to fin ſo neceſlary bee, 
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Imperfedt nature that repugneth lac, . 
Orlaw too hard that nate doth oftcnd. 

But ru(li,ſhe loues roo hitle that teares death, 

Would gods death were the worlt thar's dueto fin. =- 
Deare chaſtitic,thinvioiable powre 

Ot ſoules well-borne that haſt my amorous will 
Retrein'din chaines of boly rigour ſtill: 

Tothee | conlecrate my harmleflc (acrifize. 

And thou my ſoule(CI/1rtiio) pardon me, 

T hat crue!l am where | thould prreous bee. 

Pardon her that in lookes and onely wor ds 
Doth lecmethy foegbut in my heart thy friend. 
Itchou wouldlt be reveng'd,what greater paine 
Wouldfſt thou iflict,then this my crucl griete? 

1 hou art my heart,and ſha'r be ſpite of heauen 
And carch,when thoudoſt plaine & {1gh,and weep, 
Thy teares become my bloud,thy (12hes my breath: 
And all thv paines they are not onely thine, | 
For | them teele,and they are turned mine, 


Sce.F. Coriſca, Amarilic, 


Ide you no more my eAmaris now. 
Ama. Wretch 1 diſcouered am-({ 0.)I all haue 
Be not afraid,did I not fay 1 lou'd you, (heard, 
And vet you are afraid? and hides your le'fe 
From her that loues you {o, Why do you bluſh? 
T his bluſhing i5 a common fault. 
Ama. Cory/cal amconquer'd /confetle. 
i Ce.That which youcannot hide you wil conteſle, 
| Ama. And now /(ece too weake athing doth proue 
- A womans heart t'encounter mighrie loue, . 
| Cs. Cruel vnto 17:10, bur more crucl to your (ele, 
e ma. /tis no crueitie that ſprings of pitic, 
Co, ( icnute and Acontedo grow trom hoiforme rootes. 
7 ſceno ditterence twixt this cruelne 
T hat doth 0ffend,and pitic helpmg not. 
Ama. Ah me Coriſca! (Co.) Thelefighes good lifter F 
| re 
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Are\ut wealkenelTe of your heart. T hare fie 
For women 0! imall worth. (24n4,) / could not be 
T v2 cruel} but I ould louecherith hopeleſly. 
T hetcfore to (hun him ſhewes / have corypallion 
| Of his 1 an! anne. {Co,) Why hopelefly? 
| Ama. Yo y ou not know /ameſport'd to Sms, 
| And that tic law cach woman ctoomes to death 
Tat violates her tant? t Co.) Oh ſimple toole, 

{5 els the let? \Vlnch is more auncient among vs, 
| Dianaer laws or loves? this in our breaſts 

Is bred and growes with vs, Natare her (elfe 
With her owne hands imprints 1n our hearts breaſts: 
| And where thts law commands, both heau'n & earth 
| Ama. Bur it the other law do take my life, (obey. 
How can loues lawe reftore ie me againe? 

Co. You arc too nice,were ev'ry woman (o, 
Had all juch ſtraight reſpetts. Good times fareryc ll, 
Small prattiſers arc fubie to this paine. 

The laye doth neuer {tretch vato the wiſe' 

B-lecuc me ſhould blame- worthy all be (laine, 
The counrrethen would foone prooue womanleſle, 
tt neediull was,thetr ſhould forbid len bee 

7 oth: m that cloſely could not cover thetr. 

T hi: honet(tHe 15 but an art to ſeeme lo, 

Let »thers as they hit beleeue, lle thinke ſo (till. 

Ama, T hele ate but vanities (Coriſca) t'xere belt 
Quickly to leaue that which we cannot hold. 

Co. And who for':ids thee foole? I his lite's too thort 
To paſle it ouer with one onely loue : 

Men are too {paring of their favours now, 
(Whether't be for wantgor elle for trowardnelle) 

The fr: (hr chat:ve aregthe dearec {hill : 

Beaurie and youth once gone ware like Bce tnues 
That hath no hogey, no aor y«e yo Waxe. 

Ler mien prate 0: ithcy do not fcele our woes, 

For their condtion d:fFers much from ours, 

T he elder that they growgthey grow the perteRter ; * 


J If chey loole beauit;yy ciey wiledome gaune; 
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The faithſull Shepheard. 


But when our beautie faces that oftentimes 
Conquers their greate(t witrs, ſtrait fadeth all our 
i There cannot be a vilder thing to ſee good, 
Then an o1d woman. Ther fore ere thou age attaine, 
Know me thy ſelfe,and vſe it as thou ſhould(t. 
What were a Lion worth did he not vic his {trengeh? 
Whar's a mans wit worth that lies idly by 2 
Eu'n ſo our beautie proper {trengthto vs, 
As force to Lyons, wiſedome vato men, 
Weouzhe to vſe whilſt it we haue. Time flies 
Away and yeares come on,our youth once loſt 
| We like cut flowres never grow freſh againe. 
| And to our hoary haires loue well may runne, 
But Louers will our wrinkled skinnes {till ſhunne. 
Ama. Thou ſpeakelt this (Coriſca) me to rrie, 
Not as thou think it I am ſure. Burt be aſſur'd 
Except thou ſhow'ſt ſome meanes how I may ſhun 
This marri-ge bonds, wy chought's irreuocable, 
AndI reſolucd am rather ro die 
Then any way to (pot wy chaſtitie. 
Co. I haue not ſeene (o obſlinate a foole, 
Bur fince you are refo!u'd I am agreed. 
But tell me do you thinke your 314 is 
As true a friend to faith as youto chaſltirie? 
eAma, Thou mak'it me (mile. Silo a friend to 
How can that be? hee's enemy to love. (faith? 
Co. £10 arrenemy to love? Offoole, 
Theſe that are nice put thouno truſt in them; 
| Loues theft is neucr (o ſecurely done 
1 As hidden vnder vyaile of honeſtie, 
Thy $10 loues (good Siter) but not thee. 
Ama. What goddeſle is he? for ſhe cannot bee 
A mortall wizhe that lighted hath his love, 
Co. Nor goddefle,nora Nimph. ( Ama.) What do youtell? 
(9. Know you Li/erra? ( Ama.) She that your cattell keeps? 
Co. Eu'nſhe. ( Ama.) Can it be true?(Ce.) That ſame's his 
Ama. Sure hee's prouided of adaintie Loue. * (harr, 
(2 Each day he faines that he on huntinggoes. 


—_——  —_— 
. 


Ama. 


The faithful Shepheard. 
Ama, 1 ev'ry morning beare his curſed horne, 
Co, About noone-rime when orhers buſie are, 
He his companions ſhuns,and comes alone 
By a backe way, vnto my garden there, 
Where a ſhadow hedge doth cloſeit in, 
There doth ſhe heare his burning fighes his vowes, 
And then ſhe tells me all,and Iaughes at him. 
Now heare whart I thinke good to doo. Nay I 
Haue don't for you alreadie. You know the law 
Thatrtyes vs to our faith,doth giue vs leaue 
Finding our ſpowlſes 1n the att of pertidie, 
Spite of our friends the marriage todenie, 
And to prouide vsof an other if we lift. 
Ama. That knowl well,I hauc examples two, 
Lewcipp to Ligurme, Armilla to Twrings, 


T heir faith once broke,they rooke their owne again. 


Co. Now heare! Li/e!ta by my appointment hath 
Promilſt to meet th'vnwary Louer here % 
In thi-ſame Caue, and now he is the beſt 
Contented youth that liues,attending bue the houre 
There would | hauc youtake him. Ile be there 
To beare you witnelle ofr'e, for elſe we worke 
In vaine, fo are you free from this ſame notſome knot 
Both with your honour,and your fathers too. 

Ama,Oh braue inuenti6,g00d Cori/ca what's to do? 
Co, Obſerue my words. 1n midlt of this ſame cauc 
Vponthe right hand is a hollow ſtone, 
Iknow notit by Artor nature made, 
A litle Caue all linde with Iuy leaves, 
To whicha litle hole aloft giues lighe, 
A fit and chankfu]l receptacle for loues theft. 
Preuent their comming and attend them there : 
Tic halte Liferra forward,and as ſoone 
Asl perceiue your S1/wio entergſo will I: 
Step Youto her,and as the cultome1s, 
Weele carry both vnto the Prieft,and there diſlolue 
T his marriage knot.( Ama.) What to his father? 
Co, What watter 5s that? I hink you Iſoxtars dare 
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The faithful $ hepheard. 


His private to a publike good compare ? 
; Then ion Sin —_ let my ſelfe 
Beledde by thee my deare, my faithtull guide. 
Ce. But do not {tay now,enter me betime. 
eſma. Vietothe Tmplefirſt,and to the Gods 
My prayers make,without whoſe aide no happy end 
Can cuer ſort to mortall enterpriſe. 
Co. All places (Amarills) temples ares 
To hearts deyout,you le flacke your time 100 much. 
eAma. Time's never loſt 1n prayihg voro them 
T hat do commaund the time.{Co.)Go then diſpatch. 
Nowaf lerrenot,amT art good paſle, 
Onely this ſtaying troubles tne,yet may ic helpe, 
1 wult goe make new ſnares to traine in Cordon. 
Sy 1'e make him chinke that I will meet him there, 
| And aftcr Amarilks (end him ſoone, 
Then by aſccret way lle bring Dianees Prieſts: | 
Her ſha!l they finde,and guiltie doome to death. | 
My riuall gone (CHerriillo ) ure 1s mine, | 
See where he comes, Whilſt Amaridzs ſtayes 
38 He ſomewhat trie hum. Loue now once inſpire 
| My congve «ith words,wy face with heau'nly fire. 
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| þ H Fre weeping ſprights of hel| new torments hearey 
New ſorts of painega cruell mind behold 
Included in a looke molt mercifull, 
My loue more fierce then the infernal| pit, 
4 Becauſe my death cannor ſuffice to glur 
Her greecie will,and that my life is bue 
A mu'titude of deathes commaund me liue, 
T hat to them all my life might liviog give. 
Co. He make as though | heard hum not,I heare 
A lamentable voyce plaine hcreabouts, 
I wonder who it 1s,oh my /4irtillo, 
Mir. So would I were anaked ſhade or duſt, 
Co, How fecle younow your (eltc after your lopg 
Diſcourſe: 
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The faithful Shepheard. 
Diſcourſe with your ſo dearely loue# Nymph 2 

Atir. Like 8 weake fick man that hath long deſir'd 
Forbidden drinkegat laſt getsit vnto his mouth 
Anddrinks his death,ending at once both life & thirſt, 
Sol long ficke,burn't and conſumedin 
T his amorous drought, fro two faire fountains that 
Icedodiſtill from out a rockie braine 
Of an indurate heart, 

Haue drunke the poyſon that my life will kill, 
Sooner then halfe of my defire fulfill. 

{. So much more mightic waxeth Joue as from 
Our hearts the force 1: he receiues (deare Afirtillo ) 
For as the Beare is wont with licking to giue ſhape 
To her miſhapen brood,that elſe were helpleſle borne. 
Fu'n fo a Lover to his bare defire, | 
That in the buth was ſhapeleſſe,weake and fraile, 
Giuing but forme and ſtrength begerteth loue: 
Which whulſt r'15 young and tender,then tis (weet, 
Bue waxing to more yeares,morecruell growes, 

T har in the end (/4r:4llo) an mueterate affeR 

Z; ever full of anguilh and defect, 

For whilſt the mind on one thought onely beates, 

Te waxeth thicke by being too much fixer. 

So loue that ſhould be pleaſure and delight, 

1s turn'd io malancholy,and what worfer 1s, 

Ze proucs at laſl,or death, or madneſle at the leaſt: 

W herefore wiſe is that heart that often changeth loue. 

Mr, Ere change will or thought,chang'd muſt my life 
Be into death,for though the beautious Amarie 
Be moſt crue!!,yet is ſhe all my hfe : 

Nor can this bodies bulke at once containe 
Morethcn one heart, mote then one (oule retaine. 

Co, O wretched ſhepheard,ill thou kno11t to vie 
Louc in his kind,!oue one that hates thee, one 
Thar flics from thee, fie man, / had rather die. 

Mr. As gold in fire,ſ» fairhingriefe's refinde, 
Nor can {( 0r4/ca) am-rous conſtancie 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


' This onely reſts amongſt my many griefes+ 
| | My ſole content doth my heart burne or die, 
| Oc languiſh ne're ſo much, light are the paines, 
| Plaints,torments,ſighes,exile,and death ie ſelfe,. 
| For ſuch a cauſe,for ſuch a (weet reſpett. 
+ | T hat life before my faith ſhall broken bees 
; So worſe then death I hold inconſtanciec. 
| Co. O braueexploit, Louer magnanimouss 
Like an enraged beaſt or ſenceleſle rocke, f 
T here cannot be a greater damned plague, 
More mortail poylon to a ſoule in loue, 
T hen is this faith. Vnhappie is that heart | 
That lec it ſelfe be guld with vaine fantaſunes 
Of this erronious and vnſcaſonable 
| Diſturber of theſe amorous delights. {conſtancie, 
$ Tel! me poore man with this thy fooliſh vertue af 
What lou'lt thou 1n her that doththee deſpiſe? 
Lou'ſt chouthe beautie that is none of thine? 
Theioy thou haſt nor? the pittic thou wane(t? 
Therewardthou doſt not hope for? if thou deem'ſt 
. 'Thoulou'ſt thine 1ll,thy griet,thy very death,(rig ht, 
| Th'art mad to hunt thus that thou canſt not have. 
Life vp thy ſelfe (/Marrillo) happily thou wanrlt 
come choiſe of friends, thou fhndsnone to thy mind. 
| Air. More deare to me is paine for eAmaris, 
>) Then any ioy a thouſand elſecan giuc: 
| It me my tates forbid her to enioy, ; 
For me thendie all other kinds of oy. ; 
] fortunate in any other kinde of loue? | 
No though I would I could not: 
Nor thou2h I could I would not. 
Andif | thought in any time henceforth 
My will would wiſhor power obtaine the ſame, 
1 would defirc of heau'n and loue at once 
| Both willand power wighe quite be ta'ne away, 
| Co. Wi't chou then die for hegthat thee difdaines? 
| Atrr.Who pitic not expeAts doth feare noipaines. 
Ce.Do not decceiue thy (elfe,perhaps thouthink'ſt 


The faithful Shepheard. 


Shee doth diſſemble in this deepe deſpight, 
And that ſhe Joues thee well for allthis ſhowe. 
Oh that thou knewlt what vnto me ſhee eucr (ayes. 
Atir. All cheſe are trophees of my trneſt faith, 
With which I will erumph ouer her cruell will, 
Ouec my paines, and my diltreſlſed chance, | 
Ouer worlds fortune,and ouer death ir ſelfe. 
Co.( What would he do,did he but know her loue?) 
How | bewaile thee wretched phrenſie man : 
T<11 medid(t chou e're any loue beſides? 
Air. She was my firſt, and ſhe my laſt ſhall be. 
| Co, For ought that Icanſee you neuer try'd 
Loue but in crucll moodes, but 1n diſdaine. 
Ohif you had bur prou'd him one time kind, 
Prouc him bur ſo,& you ſhal ſee how ſweet a thing 
It is Cenioy a gratefull Nywph;ſheel'e you adore, 
Shee'le make your Amarilis bitter to your taſte, 
How deare a thing it is wholy to haue 
What youdelire,and be nought bard thereof, 
Here your Nymph ſigh to coole your ſcalding fighs, 
And after ſay(wy dcere)all that you ſee is yours, 
If I be faire, | am onely faire for you: 
Onely for you Icheriſhtheſe my cheekes, 
My lockes,my breſt, your deare hcarts onely lodge. 
But this (alaſle) fs but a brooke to that 
Great Scaof (weets which wein loue might taſte, 
Which none can vtter ſaue by proofe,  .- (borne, 
Air, Thouſand times blelt that vader ſuch a (tar is 
Co. Here me (Awrriillo) how hike I was thaue (ail 
My heart) a Nymph as gentle as the winde 
Doth blow vpon with haire of gliſtering gold, 
As worthy of your loueas youof hers, 
Praiſe of theſe woods,loue of a thouſand hearts, 
By worthy yourthes 1n vaineſollicited, 
Yeuonely loues more then her hearther life, 
If you be wiſe do not diſpiſc her then. 
Shelike a ſhadow to thy lelfewill be, 
A faichfull follower of thy footſteps _ 
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| The faithfull Shepheard.” 


One at thy word,obedicnt at thy becke, 
| All houres of day and nizht at thy commaund. 
4 Do not forſake this rare aduenture then, 
[} No pleaſure in this earth ſo ſweet as this, 
\ Je will not coſt a teare,nonot a ligh, 
A ioy accommodated to thy will, 
A lweetneſle tewp'red ſweetly to thy taſte, | 
Is'rnot a treaſure worth the hauing (man)? | 
Leauc then the feet of flying hopeletle trace, 
And her that tollowes thec,ſcornenott'embrace. 
I feed you not with hopes of vanitie, Fs | 
If you defire to ſee her,you ſhall (ee ber ſtraight. 

Air, My bart's no ſubicR tor theſe loves delights. 

Co, Proue it but once, and then returne agaime 
V nto thy (ollitary griefe,ſo may'ſt thou fee 
Wharate thoſe 10yes that in loues pleaſures bee. 

CHMir. Aralſte corrupted, pleaſant things abhors. | 

Co, Be not youcruel yet to robher lie, - 
That on your cye> depends, you know what tis | 
T obeg with pouertiegif you deſire 
Pitie your ſelfe,do it not ber denie, 

Cir. What pitie can he ge that none can get? 
Inſumme 1] am refo!u'd whilſt bere I line, 
To keepe my taith to herhow ere ſhe proue, 
Cruel! or pitiful!,or how the will. 

Co, (Oh truly blind, vnhappieſenceleſſe man) | 
To whom preſeru'ſt chou faith? erult me I am !oth 1 
T augm:nt thy grieſe,but for the lou: I beare thee | 
] cannot chooſe, I hink(t Amariis is vakind 
For zeale ſhe to religion beares? 

Or vnto chaſlitie? T houarta foole, 
T he roome is occupicd and thou muſt weepe 
VWhilſt others laugh. What? now th'art dumbe. 
Mvr. Now ſtands my life in mid{tewix lite and death, 
Whilſt I in doubt doſtand,it to belceue, 
Or nor bclceuegthts makes me (o amaz'd. 

Co, You'lenot belecue me then? (Mer.) Ohit I do, 
Straight ſhall you ſee wy miſerable cnd. 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 

{o. Live wretched man, liue and revenged bes. ' 

Mzr. Ohno it is not true, it cannot bee. 

{o. Well theres no remedie, bmuſt rehearſe 
Thar which wi!l vexe thy heart. Sceſt thou that caue? 
That is the true cuſtodian other faith 
And her rel121on. There thee to ſcorne ſhe laughes, 

T here with thy torments doth ſhe ſauce the ioyes 

Ot thy thriſc happie riuall. There to be plaine 

Thy fauhfull «Amari oft 1s wont 

Todally in the armecs of a baſe ſhepheard ſlaue. 

Go ſigh,preſerue thy faith,there's thy reward, 
Mrr. Dolt choutell true Cori/ca? may | belecue thee? 
Co. The more thou leck'(t,che worſe thou findc ill, 
My. Bur haſt thou ſeene this thing Cori/ca? 

Co, I hauenor ſeen't,yet may'(t chouif thou wilt; 

For euen this day 15 order ta'ae this houre, 

Thar they may mecte. Hide thee but ſomewhere here, 

And thou ſha't ſee her firſt go 1ngthen he. 

Mir. Then comes my death. (Co. See where ſhe comey, 
Softly deſcending by the Temples way. Seeſt thou her? 
Do not her {tealing teete bewray herſtealing hearr? 
Attend thou here and thou ſhalt tee th'efftect, 

Mr. Since 1 am here, the truth I now will ſee, 

Till chen,my life and death ſuſpended bee. 


Sce. 7. eAmarily, 


| B+ never mortall enterpriſe be ta'ne in hand 
Without this heauenly counſell,halfe confuſde 
And doubttull was my heart when t went Hence 
Vato the Temple,whence thankes bero heauen, 
] do well comforted,and well diſpo['d return 
Me thought to my pure prayers and deuour, 
] fe!t a ſpright celeltiall mooue within me 
Harening wy thoughts, that as it were did fay, 
What fear it thou Amarills? be afſur'd. 
So will I goe aſſur'd,heau'ns be my guide, 
Fauour fauc Mother of louc her puce defſcignes, 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
Thar on thy ſuccour onely doth depend. | | 
Queene of the triple skie if e're thou prou'dft 


Thy ſunnes horte fire,take pitiethen of mine, 
| Guide hither curteous goddeflc that ſame (waine 
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With ſwift and ſubtill feet that hath my faith. 
And thou geare Cauc intothy boſome take 
Me, loues handmaid,and giue me leaue there to 
Accompliſh my deſires. Why do I ſtay? 

Here's none doth ſee or heare. Enter ſecure. 


Oh Arr /lo,couldit chou but dream to find mic here, 
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Sce. 8. CHirtalo, | 


VV Hat aml blind,or do I roo much ſee ? 
Ah had I bur bene borne without theſe eyes, 
Or rather not at all had I bene borne. 

Did ſpitefull fates reſerue me thus aliue 
Toler me ſee ſo bad,fo fad afight? | 
CHMuulthyrorments paſſe the paives of hell. | 
No : doubt no more: fuſpcndnot thy beliefe, | 
Thine cies,thine cares,haue ſeenegbane heard it true. 
Thy loue an other ownes not by the lawwe | 
Ot carth,that bindes her vrto any one, 
But by loues lawe that tyes her ſole to thee. | 
O cruell Amarilzs,wa'ft not inough 
To kill me wretch, but thou mult ſcorne me too? 

T hat faithle{ſe mouth that ſometime grac't my ioies, 
| Did vomit out my hatefullname,becaule 
She would not have it in her heart to be 
A poore partaker of her pleaſures ſweet, 
Why ſtay'it thou now? ſhe that did giue melife 
Hath ta'n't awaygand giu'a't an other man : 
Yer wretch thou lwu'lt,thou doſt not die. O die 
CHirrillo,dieto thy tormenting griefe, © 
As tothy ioy thouart alrcadie dead. 
Die dead Airrillo, finiſh't is thy life. 
Finiſh thy torment too: fleet wrerched ſoule 


Through this foure conſtrain'd and wayward deach: 
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The fathfull Shphewrd. 


Tis for thy greater ill that thus thouliuft, 
But what? And muſt I die without reuenge? 
Firſt will | make him dic that giues me deatht 
Defire toline fo long | will retaine 
Till iuftly I have that Y ſurperflaine. 
Yeeld Griefe vnto Revenge t Pirtie to Rags, 
Death ynro life, till with my life I haue 
Reueng'd the death, another guiltles gane, 
T his Sicele ſhall not drinke mine vaucnged blood, 
My hand ſhall rage ere it ſhall pitteous bee. 
Wharerc thou art that ioy{t my comftortes all, 
Pe make thee feele thy ruine in my fall, 
Ple place me heere ewa in this very Groue, 
And as I fee him bue approach the Caue, 
T his Dart ſhall ſodatne wound him in his fide. 
”* Ir ſhalbecowardlike to irike him thus, 
Fle challenge him co fingle combat, Iz 
Not (o; fer to this place ſo knowne and v(d, 

' Shepheards may come to hinder ys,and worſe: 
May ſearch the cauſe that moou'd me to this fight, 
Which to deny were wickedneſle to faigne, 

W1ll make me faythlefle held: and to difcouer, 

Will blot her name with cndlefle infamict 

In whom albeit I like norwhat 1 ſee; | | 
Yet what Llou?d I db,and eucr ſhall. | 
But what hope I ro {ec, thiadultrer die. 

T hat robd her of hethonor,,me my hfc? 

Bur if I kill bim,ſhallnotthen his blood 

Be to the world a token ot this deed? 

Why feateLdeathiMince idefire rordie. © '- | - 

But then 1his murder once made plaine;makes plaine 

T he cauſe whereby ſhe ſhall incurre that infamnie: 

Ile enter thenthis. Cauczaneſbaſlayle him, 

I ip, that pleaiſeth me: Ple tealoin loftly, 

So that ſhe hall notheare me. } belcene 

T hat in the ſcerettt and thecloſeltpart 

I gather by her wardes I ſhall bee finde, / 

Thetretorel will aot cuter io roo farre. |» 
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The faythjull Shcpheard. 


A hollow hul- there is made in a Rocke, 

The icith./ecourr'd all with Y uic leaucss 

Beneath it;*other aflcent there will | ſtavg, 

Aud cnc attend tc ftet what | deſire; 

Vic bcare my dead foe to my lyuing fue; 

T bus of then both | ſhalbe «ell reveng'd: 

T hen with thus fclfe fame Dart Le pierce this brei?, 

$o ſhall there be three pier'it without rehete, 

Firit two wich Steelegthe third with deadly griefe, 

(Fieric)ſhe ſhall-ſce the miſerablecnd 

Of her belo4y'd, and her berraycd friend, | 
T his Cauc that ſhould be harbour of her ioyes, | 
Of both ber loucs,and that w hich more [ craue, 

Ot her great ſhame,naay prouethe happy graue, 

An youthe ſteppes that in vaine hauc tolleawed, 

Could you me ſpeed of ſuch ataythfull way? 

Could youdirc me to ſodearc a Bowre? 

Bchold I folloiy you. O Caryes,Coryea, 

Now halt chou told too true, now I belccue thee. 
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D Oth this man then beleeue (Ir5es, following her ſteps 

[nto the Caue af Erimra?:Well, hee's mad, ' 
He knowes her not; beleeuc meche hadneed 

Haue betcer hold ot her ingaged fayth, 

T hea I had ofher heare ; © "=oare OM ſtringed, 

T hen gaudy guittes on her he cannoctie. 

This dan»ned Whoore hath fold ber ſelfero him, _ 

b And here ſhee'le pay the ſhamcfull mericers price. 

i Shee is withingher ſteps bewray the lame, | 

| This falles our for her puniſhmene, and th revenge? 

ſ! With this great ouerſtuading fone cluſe thou the Caue, 

Þ Goe then abeut,and fetch the Prieft with theex 

41 + By thchill way which few or none do know, 

Lec her be executed as the law commannds, 

For breach of marriage troth, which ſhe co Coriden 
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T he faythfall Shepheard. 


Hath plighted,though ſhe ever it conceal'd 

For feare of me, ſo ſhall | be reveng'd 

Of both at once, Ie leeſc no farther time? 

From off this Elme Vle cut a bough, with which 

I may more ſpeedely remoue this [tenet O73 how great it is! 
Hoy faſt ic itickes. le digge it round about. 

This'is a worke in deed 1 Where are my womed forces? 
Oh peruerſe Scarres!in ſpightot you Vle moow'r. 

Oh "Pax Licers, helpe me now,thou wert alouer once, 
Reuenge thy loue difdaind,ypon Coriſea, 

So, in the name of thy great power it mooues, 

So, in the power of thy great nameit falles, 

Nowis the wicked Foxeta'ne in the trappe. 

Oh that all wicked Women were with = withio, | 
That with one fire they might be all deftroyd, 


(forks. 


Hor puiſſurnt art thow Lone, 

Naw mack and the Worldes wonder? 
What {auadge nation,or what ruſtcks hart d 
I ut that of thy power feeles no part? 
But what Wi:'s (0 pr-found can pull a ſunder 
T bat powers flrength? 
Who feeles thoſe flames thy fire kghtes #8 length, 
IJnones lerate and vaint, how fil dof 
Will [ay a mortal! ſÞright thou ſole doſt ras 
ya ru in the xa and fleſhly bref, 
But who ferles after ba a loner t 
Wak'ned ts Uertuc,and boy all thoſe flames 
Do tremble out at ſieht of honeſt ſhames, Fo 
(Unbrid td bluſt'rmg luit es broug hr dovene to reft ) 
Wl cal! thee Spright of bugh _ tall bhiſſe, 
Faums thy holy receptacle im the ſoute. 
ypc A of a and pr cre Hi 
(T »at blind )doft fee,and Wiledome( mad )corretts, 
Of ſence and onderlt anding intelletts, 


Offender 3 
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The faythfall Shepheard. 
Such Emperie haſt thouon earth, 
Ana, the heax:ns about doſt thou controule: 
T er ( by your lean? ) a onder much more ares 


LHnd mere jlupengrons bath the wer! then you, 
t «1 aaws you-make all wonders yecld and-bow 


1s eaſely knowne « Toxr powers do bort*e, 


fAnd vemy taken from wertue of a wgrnan fare, 
O Womn gut of the high beauenly skre, 

Or rather ws who aid their ſpangled cowne 

So gorgious make vnto our mortall eys> | 

Wizz bath it which @ Womans beautre j1ſl not do\vne, 
In as vaft brow a monjtrous Ciclopliks, 

lt onely one eye hath, - 

Which to beb Ading gazers  ganes no hight, 

But rather doth With terrowr bla dneſfst ſtrikes 
Tf ut do ſtvh or ſpeaks, us like the wrath 

Of anenraged Lion that would fight: * 

Ana not the 5kaes alone but eucn poore fie./es, 
Are blaſted with the flames hus lyhtnng wealdes, 
Whulft thou with L ampes maſt jwee'e, 

Ana With an amoreus angeluke light 

Of tro Surmes viſible that neucy meete, 

Doſt alw ayes the tempeſicous troubled ſpright 
Of thy beholder quiet and delight: 

Sound, motion, light that beautie doth aſſume, 
State aamntineſie,and valew,do aright 

AMixe ſuch a harmony in that farre ſight, 

T vat tkyes themſelues With ugnatie preſume, 

Tf eſſe then Paradxce thoſe rkies do ſhine 

To Parazon with thee( thing moſt denine ) 
(nod reaſon bath that ſoueraugne creature ( nam'd 
A «an )ro wh »6 a! mortall thmges do bow, 
It thee beholamg, higher cauſe allow 

eAn1 yeld to bee, | 

What thu; b he rule and triumph tricely fam'd, 
Ir is net for hygh po\vers wore Worth do ſee 

In him then 15 mn thee, | 
Euber'sf ſcepter or of wittoruce 


But 


ot | 
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The faythfull Shepheard, 


But for t1 mike thit farre more glorious, ſtand, 
Becauſe th: Conquereur tho doſt emmmannd: 
eAnd//: muſt bee, for mans humanitie 
It ſabiet ſtill t) Brantics dentte, 
}W-0 w:ll not truſt this, but contrary ſaith, 
L*t him behold Mutiloes won trome fayth? 
Vet Woman to thy worth this 15 aſtaine, 


Lout is mad: lace ſo hepeleſly and vane, 


SCE. x. Coriſes. 


in bringiog ot this Deere ynto the bow, 

I hat | forgotten had my deare!t heire 

T hat brurith villaine robd me of: Oh how I grieud, 
With ſuch a price to purchace mine eſcapet 
But was of torce to get out of the handes 
Of char ſame ſenceles beaſt, who though he have 
Leſſe hart then any Conny hath, yet might be do 
Me many iniuries and many skornes. 
I alwayes him deſpiſd : whilſt he had blood 

- In any of his vaines(like a Horlesleach) 
I ſuckt him {till : Now doth ic grieue him that 
I haue giwn o're toloue him Natl iaſt cauſe he had. 
If one could louc a molt ynlouely Beal, 
Like hearbes that carſt were got tor hollome ye, 
The iuice drawne out, they reſt yopcoficable, 
And like a ſtinking thing we them deſpiſe: 
So him, (when I had what fo cre was good ſuckt out 
From him) how {ſhould [ yſe, but throw the ſaples crunke 
Vato the dunghill heape? Now will lſee 
Vf Coridow be gotten cloſe into the Caue, 
What newes is this I ſee? Sleepe I or do I wake? 
] am aflurd this Caues mouth erft was ope, 
How cloſe tis ſhut? How is this auncient Stone? 
Rould downe? was it an Earthquake ſince. 
Y «« would I know it Coridon were there ; F 
K 3. with 


0 O fixed was my hart and whole intene 
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The faythfull $ hepheard. 


With eAmarilss, then car'd | littte for the reſt, 
| Certame hee*s there, for tis a good while fince 
Lye gave him word, Who knowes the contrary? 
! 1*may be e Hetil moued with dildaine, 
Hach done this deed, hec had hee but my minde, 
| Could onely hauc perform'd this rarc exployrte. 
| Wecll by the Mountaines way will I go lee, bell 
Aud lcarne the troth of all-bow it hath patt, 


| SCE. 2. Dorinde, Linco, 


Inco, | am aſſur'd thou knowſt me not. 
| | Liz. Who would haue thoughtthat in theſe ruſty rags 
| ' . Gentle Dormada had been cuer hid, 
| Were t iome Dogge,as | but Linceam, 
| Varo thy coſt I ſhould thee kaow roo well. 
| V Vhat do [ ſee? Dor. Linco,thou lee{! great loue, 
| V Votkiag effeRes both Rrange and miſerable. 
| Lew, One likethy feife,fo lott ſorender yer, 
T hat wer't but now (as one would ſay) a babe, 
And (til me thinkes it was but yeſterday 
Since in mincarmes I had thee lictle wretch, 
Ruling thy tender cryes,and raught thee roo | 
T oca!l thy Father Dad,thy Mamract | 
When in your houſe | was a Seruant hir'd, 
| T hou thar ſo like 2 fearefall Doe wa'ſt wont ? 
To feare carch thing before thou felrit this lou, 
| Why,on a ſodaine thee would ſcarre each blaſt, 
| Each Bird that ſtird a buſh, cach Mouſe that trom 
Her hole d14 run,cach Leafe would make thee ſtart, 


| Now wandreſt all alone by hills, by woodes, 

| Fearing no Beatt that hauntes the Forrefies wilde? 

| Dor. Wounded with Love, who feares another hurt. 

| Lm. Loue had great power,that could not onely chee 

| Jnto a Man, but to a Wolterranſeforme. 

| Dor O Linc»,coul#!1 thou bur lee here within, 
There {hould'tt thou ſee a ly uing Wolfe deuoure 
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T he ſaythfull Shephard. 
My wretched ſoul likc ro a harmeles Lambe. 
Los. And who's that Wolte? Siiwrv. Do, Ab chou haſt ſaid. 
Em, Thou,for he is a Wolte, halt changd thy (elfe 
Intoa Wolte becauſe no humane lookes 
Could mooue his louc, perhaps this beaſtes yet mought 
But tell me, where ha@it chou theſe cloathes ſo ragd? 
De. Vle tell thee true, to day | went betime 
T here where [ heard that Sulwre did intend 
A noble huacing to the ſauage Boore, 
Ar Ermantua foote, where Ebcere 
Puts vp his head, not farre off from the lawnd, 
That trom the hull is ſeuer'd by difcent, 
I tound Mchamps my faire Sulwvecs 
Whole thirft I thinke had drawne him to that placet 
I that each thing of Sslwo held full deare, © 
Shade ot his thape, and footſteps of his feete, 
Much more the Dogge which be ſo dearcly low'd, 
Him (traightway tookegand hee without adoo, 
Liketo ſome gentle Cadegcame quietly with mee: 
Now whilſt I caſt this Dogge to reconuey 
Home to his Lord an4 anne, hoping to make 
A conqueſt of his love by guift 1o deare, 
Behold he cores fecking his footſteps our, 
And heere he ſtayes. Deare Linco I will not 
Leeſe further time io telling cuery thing 
That twixc vs paſt, but briefly ro diſpatch: - 
After 2 heape of faigned yowes and wordes, 
T he ccuell Boy fled from me firaight away 
Inire*tull mood with his thrice-happy Dogge, 
And with my deare and ſweerelt tweere reward. 
Lin, Oh deſperate Silxis! Oh crucll Boy! 
What didfi thou then? Diſdaind'li thou not his deed? 
Dor. As iftheheate ot his diſdaine had been 
Oflouc vaco my kart the greatelt fice, 
$o by his rage incrcaled my deſire: 
Yer ti!l purſuiug him vato the chace, 
K-eping my broken way, Lupus met, 
Heere thought 1 good wich 4 to change my —— 5 
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The faythfull Shepheard, 


And in his feruile habiteme to hide, 
T hat mongft the Swzines | for a S1yaine might paſſe, 
And atmy pleafurc lee my S1{119, 

Lm. Went thou to hunt 111 I1Kenefſe of a Woolfe, 
Seene by the Dogges,andyer returne:?*'} lafe? 
Domida,thou haſt done inourh. Do. L'7:0 

o wondcr ris, the Dog pes cont dono horme 
Varco their Maifters preorucyne pra”, 
There ſtood I by the To os awonytt 5 fort 
Ot neigobour Siieph crc), co we cw lcethe ſport, 
Rather to lee the Lunar then tbe cane, 
At euery motion © the faua'ye Beaf? 
My hozt &id quak+2 Ar each o; Suuy7 Hey 
My (oule ſtep: out,puth'c on with all lice wills 
But my chietc hope the learcetul! 1211 dilturb'd, 
Ot: that immeafurable Roorc in to:rce, 
L. ike as the rau'nous ftrenoth cot ſod aine Norme 
In little time bringes trees and rockes to ground; + 
So by his tuskes bedew?d with blood and foame, / 
VVelecc Dogges fhine, Staues broke,21d wounded men, 
How many times did ty poore blood deſire 
\ For S:uces blood to combat with the Poore, 
How often times would I have tept to make 
My brelt a buckler for my Silver bref, 
How often ſay lin my ſelfe,excuſe, 
Fxcufe the daintie lapp of tny deare Love; 
So to my ſelfeſpake 1 with praying fghes, 
V Vhilit he his Doggeall arm'd with hardned skin, 
L ers looſe againt the Beaſt, who waxedproud 
Of having made a tyretched quarries ſighe 
Ot wounded Shepheardes and Dogges ſlaine outright: 
Lirco,l cannot tell this Dogges great worth, 
And Sr/uio loves him not without good caule, 
Loc ke how an angry Lyon entertaines 
The poymted hornes of ſome yndatnted Bull, 
Sometime with force, fomerime with pollicic, 
And faftens atthe laſt his mightie pawes 
So on !1is backe as no powre can remou?r? 
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The f1ythfull Shepheard. 


So ſtrong eFewmp? auoyding crafiely 

The Bvores wit [trok's and mortall wounding blowes: 

At latt taints on hiseare, which firſt he ſhakes, 

Andafttcrward lo firmely hun he holdes, 

As his yalt tides might wounded be at caſcs 

] he dilmall coken of a deadly firoke, 

T he $:440 11n0caung Phebes name, 

Duc ths blow(tayd he)and here L yow 

1olacnhz? tor ec his gattly head, 

T lus loyd,trom out his quiuer of pure gold, 

He tak«s a ipeedy $ha't,and co his eare 

He drawes his nughty Bow, and ſtraight the Boore 

Becweene h15 neck: and ſhovIder wounded, dyes 

I tre d a (igh, feeing my Sus; (ate, 

C1 happy beati that mightt thy I;f- ſo leave, 

By hin that hartes trom humane beatles och reaue, 
Lim. Buc what became of that ſame tearefull bealt? 
Der. -donot kno:v,becauſe I came away 

For feate of being teere © But | belecue 

T hat ſolemnly they meane to carry it ' 

Vnto the Temple, as my Sui) youy'd, 

Lm. And mcane you not tochange theſe ruſtie cloathes? 
Dor. Yes wis full taine, but Lepere hath my Gowne, 

And promiſed Vattende me at this Spring, 

But bum 4 miſſes deare Loxco ifthou lou'tt me 

Goe ſeek: himn thele Woods, he is not tarre, 

Vle reft me in the meane time by this Den, 

For weerincſle makes me to fleepe deſire, 

Nor would I home recurne 1n this attire. 

Lin. 1 go, and lirre not you ql I returne, 


SCE. z, Chorus, Ergaſto. 


* Hepheardes,haue you not heatd our Demi-God 
g MH ontame, worthy fonne of Heyen'es dn(cem, 
{ath flaine the dreadfull Boore, that did inteſt 
All Arcady,and now he dothprepare 


To ſatisfic his Vowes, if we will thanketull bee 
L 3. For 


| 
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The faytb/ull Shepheard. 
For ſuch a benefite, lets go and meete him, 
And gue him all the reucrence that we can. 
Ey. Oh dolciull fortune! Oh molt bitter chaunce! 
Iminedicable wounde,Oh moroetull day! 
(?». What yoyce of horrer and of plaint heare wee? 
Er. Starres foomen to our good,thus mocke you ys? 
Did you fo high our hopes lift vp, that with 
T heir fall you might vs plague the more? 
Cho. This ſeemes Ergaſto, and 'is lurely hee. 
Er, Why do [ Starres accuſe, accuſe thy ſelte, 
T hat brought*{t the Yron to Loucs Anulle fo, 
T hou did it ſtrike, thou mad*it the ſparkes fly out 
From whence this fire growes {lo vnquenchablet 
But heauens do know my pittic brought me to't. 
Oh haples Louers, wretched eAmoriis, 
 Vnfortuaate T unxs,childles father, 
Sad e HYontanus, deſolate eArcadia: 
Oh miſerable we; and coconclude, 
All that I ſee, ſpeake,heare,or thinke,molt miſerable, 
Cho. What wretched accident is this that doth containe 
So many miſeries? Gow? Shepheards Gow?! 
Lets mecte with him : Ecernall heauenly powers, 
Will not your rage yet ceaſe? Speake good Ergaſto, 
What lamentable chaunce is this thou plainſt/ 
Er. Deare friendes, [| plaine vs all the ruine of Arcadia, 
Cho.What's this? Er. The prop of all our hopes is dowae. 
Che. Ah ſpeake more plaine. Er. Daughter of T vim, 
The onely branch of her decaying ſtocke, _ 
Hope of our health,which to Aſontanas lonne, 
Was by the heauens promiſt and deſtenied, 
Whoſe marriage ſhould haue freed Arcadia, 
Wile Amarills, Nimph celc{tall, 
Patterne of honor, flowre of chaſtetic2 
My bart wil not giue me leaue zo ſpeak:Ch.Why,jis ſhedead? 
Er. Nay doom'd todeath, Cho. Ay me, what .chis, | 
Er. Nay worle, With infamie. Cho, Amariliss infamous, 
Er. Found with the adult'rour,& if hence ye £0 not ſoone, 
Ye may her (ec led captive ro the Temple. | 
Cho, 
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The faythfull Shepheard. 

{ho. Oh rate! but wicked,valure ofthis female ſexe, 

Oh chaltctie, how ſinguler thou art, 
Scarce can a man fay any woman's chaſt, 
Sauc ſhe that ne're was try*d; vnhappy agez 

But curteous Shepheard,tell ys how tt was? 

Er. This day betime you know Aſontanns came, 
With th*haples father of the wretched Nimph, 
Both by one lelfe deuotion led, which was 
By pray'rs, to halte the marriage to good eng; 

For thus the Sacrifizes offered were, 

Which tolemnly pertorm'd with good afpeRtes; 
For neuer were there ſcene intrailes more faire, 

Nor flames mote bright, by which the blind Diuine 
Mooued,did to /ſoncarms lay 3 This day 

With Amari [hall your tonne be wed; 
Goequickly aud prepare the marriage feaſt. 

Oh blindly done, blind Prophetsto belecue, 

The fathers andthe (tanders by were glad, 

And wepr, their hartes made tender with this ioye. 
T itirss was no ſooner gone, but ſtraight we heard 
And law vahappy tearcfull Gignes, tft meſſengers 
Of ſacredire: at which ſo ſodaine and lo fierce, 
Fach ſtood amaz'd, the Pricſtes incloſed were 

V Vithin che greater Cloyſture, we without, 

V Veeping were ſaying holy pray*res, when loe 

T he wicked Sayre audicnce carneſt craues 

Of hg chiete Prictt: and forthis was my charge, 

I lethimin, co whom he thus begins, 

Fathers, if to your V owes the Incenie and 

The Sacrifizes be not anſyerable, 

If on your Aulters purely burne no flames, 
Woonder not,for in Ericinaes Caue, 

A treacherous Nimph prophanes your holy Lawes: 
And in adultry her fayth doth breake. 

Come Miniſters with me,wee'le take in the faQ. 

A while th*ynhappy father breathes, thinking he had 
Found out the cauſe of this ſo diſmall ſ1gnes, 


Straight he commaundes chiefe Minilter A{sc27aer go _ 
L Zo With 


__ 


T he faythfull Shepheard. 
With that ſame S«:yre,and capriud ro bring 
1 bem cothe Temple both : hum ſtraight accompanied 
Wh all our troupe of ynder NMiniflers, 
1 he Sayre by a darke and crooked way, 
Coadutes into the Caue: the young-man ſcar'd 
With our corch-light, ſo ſodainely affail'd: 
Allayes to fly vnto that outward iſlue, 
Bur che Saryre cloſed hath too falt, 

Che. What di4 you then? Ey. I can not tell you how 
Ainaz'd we were,to [ce her that we taken had, 
To be T «nw daughter, whom no ſooner we 
Had [ayd hold on,bur out e Fferrillo Reps, 
And throwes his Dart,thinking to wound Nicender: 
And had the (teele hit as he did direR, 
Nicander had been ſlaine : but ſhrinking backe, 
Whether by chaunce or wit,he ſhund the harme? 
But the (trong Dart pierced his hayrie cloathes, | 
And there (tuckefatt, Afro not being able 
It to recouer,captiue taken was. 
Che. What's come of him? Er.He by an other way is led, 

Cho. V Vhat ſhall he do? Er, To get more out of hin 

Belides, perhaps he ſball not »kotfree ſcape: 
For having lo offended our high Prieſt, 
Yer would [ could haue comtorted the wretch. 

Cho. Why could you not? Er. Becauſe the Lawforbids . | 
Vs ynder Minifters to ſpeake with gultiefolkes: | 
For this I came about,and left thereſt, 

Prouoking heauens with teares and prayers deuout, 
1] o turne away this dreadfull torme from vs: 
And io pray yee,andtherewithall farewell. 

Cho. So ſhall we do, had we but once performd 
Our duerie vnto Sto, eternall Gods 
In pittic,not in furic, ſhew your ſclues ſupreame:. 


SCE. 4. Coriſca, 


T Ow crowne my temples with triumphant Bayes, 
Victorious temples, this day happely 
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T he faythſull Shepheard. 


I combated haycin the field of Love, 

And vanquiſhed : this day borh heauen andearth, 
Nature and Art, Fortune and Dettenie, 

Boch friendes an.| enemies hauc fought for mee. 
The wicked Sayre whom | hated fo, 

Hath belpe me much : for it was better that 
AMiytulo hould,then (arsonybe ta'ne, 

To make her tault more likely an4 moreillz 

V Vhatchough e2riulls taken be, hee'le taonc be free, 
To her alone the puniſhment is due, 

Otolemae victone, Oa tamous:irumph, 

Dretſe mc a Tropiee amoroys deceices, 

You in this toungy'n this lame precious breſt 

Are aboue Nacure molt omaipotent, 

V Vhy ſtay I now? Vis time for me tago, 

Vncull the Law hauc iudg'd my riuall dead, 
Perhaps the Prieſt may draw thetroth from mee; 
Fly then Cores, daunger t'isto ly, 

For them that have no feete wherewith to flys 
Ple hide me in theſe woodes yntill I may 
Recrurnecvioy my ioyes 3 happy Cor1/ea, 

V Vho cuer law a braucr caterprile? 


SCE, 5. Niander, wMAmarilis. 


HEe had a hart moſt hard, or rather had 

No harr at all, nor any humane ſence, 
That did not pittie thee poore wretched Nimph, 
And felt no forrow for thy miſerie: 
Onely to ce a Namlſell captiuate, 
Of heauenly countevance and ſoſweete a face, 
V Vorchy the world ſhould to thee conlecrate 
Temples and Sacrifices, led cothe [ emplc 
For a Sacrifice, ſurely t'were a thing 
T hat with dry eyes [ thinke none conld behold: 
But who knowes how and wherefore thou wert borne? 
T «us daughter, Moman's daughterin law, 
That ſhould haue been, and that theſe two are they - 
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T he faythfull Shepheard. 


VVhich do yphold eArcadia,and that thy ſclf 
A daintic \Vimph,ſo faire of forme, 
T he natural! contines of this thy life, 
Approacheſt now ſo neare the boundes of Jeaths 
Hee that knowes this,and doth not plaine the lame, 
H< is no man, but beaſt,in humane ſhape, 
Am. It that my fault did cauſe my wretchedoeſle, 
Or that my thoughtes were wicked, as thou think{t 
My decd,lefſe greeuous would my death be thenz 
For it were iuſt my blood ſhould waſh the ſpots 
Of my defiled ſoule,heauens rage appeale, 
And humane iuſtice iuſtly (arisfie, 
- Thencould I quietmy affiied ſprights, | 
And with a WF remorſe of well-delcrued death, 
My ſenſes mortifie,and come to death: 
And with a quict blow paſſe foorth perhaps 
Vatoalite of more tranquilitiet 
Buc (00 too much N:cander roo much grieu'd 
I am,in ſo young yeeres Fortune ſo hie, \ 
An Innocent, I ſhould be doon''d to dies 
Ns, Ah pleaſd theauens we had gainſt thee offended, 
Not thou offended gainſt the heauenly powers: 
For we alas with greater caſe might hauc 
Reſtor*d thee to thy violaced name, 
Then thou appeald their violated powers; 
Bart 1 ſee not who thee offended hath, 
Sauing thy ſeife. Tell me?wert thou not found 
In a clole place with the Adulterer, alone 
With him alone? Wer'rthou not promiſed 
Vnto eHontanus ſonne? Haſt thou not broke thy fayth? 
How art thou innocent? Am. Ihaue nor broke 
Fhe Law, 2nd Jaminnocent, 75. Thou haſt not broke 
T he laiy of Nature happely( Lame rf rhox lkeft ) 
Put humane Jaiy and heauens thou halt tranſgreſt, | 
( L:ue !ewiful'y,) Am, Both heauens & men have cr'd tome: 
If i be true that thence our haps do come, | 
Foris it reaſon in my deſtenie, 
I beare the paine that's dueto other's faultes? 


— 
OC  __—_—_—_— —_ 


Ni 


The faythſull Shepheard. 


Ni, Peace Nimph,came vp thy toung in wilfull rage, 
Ler looſc,do not condemne the Starres, tox wee 
Our iclues procure vs all our miſerie, 
eAm. | none accuſein heau'n, but my ill fates, 
And worle then them is ſhee, that mee deceiu'd. 
Ns. T hen blame thy ſelte,that haſt decciu'd thy ſclfe, 
eAm. | was decciu'd, but by an others fraude, 
t, T*15 no deceite,to whom deceite is deare. 
Am. Then youl fee condemne me for yachal[t? 
N..1 lay not ſogaske bur your deedes, they'*le tell. . 
Am. Deedes otten are falſe tokens of the harr. 
Ni, T he deedes we (ce, we cannot ſee the hart. 
Am. Sce what you will, Par ſure my hart 18 cleare, 
Ni. V Vhat led youthen into the Caue alone? 
eAm, Simplicitic,and my too much belicte. 
N« Trul(t you your Chaſticic viito your Louc? 
Am. I crulted my falle friend, and not my Loue. 
Ni, V Vhat friend was that, your amorous deſire? 
Am. Orminoes lalter,who hath me betrayde. 
Nt Sweete trecherie,tofall into your loue. 
Am. 1 knew not of e Hirtilloes comming I, 
N1#. V Vhy did you enter then?and to what end? 
Am, Let it ſuffize nor for Mirtilloa ſake. 
Ni. You are condemn'd except yhaue better proofe. 
An. Let her be asked of my innocencie, | 
Ni. V Vhat ſhee, that was the occaſion of your fault? 
Ame. Shee that betray'd mee,will you not her belecuc? 
Ni. V Vhat fayth hath ſhe that was fo faythleſle then? 
Am. 1 by our Goddeſle Cimtbiass name will ſweare. * 
Ni. Thy deedes hauc mard the credite of thine oathy 
Nmmpb, to be plainegtheſe are but dreames,and waues 
Ot muddy water,cannot waſh cleane,nor guilty hartes 
Speaketroth; thou ſhoul@ſ? have keprthy chaltitic 
As dearely asthe appl= of thine eye; 
Am, And mutt 1 then thus(good Nicander )die? 
Shall none me heare,nor none my cauſe defend? 
Thus left of al',depriu*d of euery hope, 
Oacly accompanied with an extreame 
Lig 0: Vns 


The fayth full Shepheard. 


Vnhappy Funerail py that not hcJpcs mee. 

7. Numph be Coment,and fince (hou wert ſo fond 
Jan mmg,20 more 1c in lufteriog umilmeonty 
Dircct tine eves to Wrau'n, rence att thou CONC, 

Aa. thence doth come all goo.! 07 1:1 chat haps, 
Astrom a Fountaine doth a !iieame Veſcer ds 

And chongh to vs 1t il} do feeine, as eury good 

Js anng!cd with lome ill, yet there r15 900 1, 

Grea: f 4. doth know to whom all thougyes arc knownel 
So doih out Goddcfle who n we worihyp hcc ic, 
How.much | pricue tur thee: and it | kaue 

Piecl't with my wordes thy toule,hke a Phiſicion I 
Haue doney'vbo fearchech hill the wound 

V Vhere nc lulpeRed15 : be quier then 

Civod Nimph, and do nor contradict that which 

Is writ in heau'n abouc of thee. 

e Am. O cracll lentence, whether writ in heau'n 
Oc earth? In heawn it 1» nor writ, 

F 8x there mine innocencie is knowne : but what 
Auailesit fince | needes muſt die? Ah too too hard, 
And tou too bitter cupp. Ah good Nrcaracr, 

For putte lake make not ſuch haſte with mee 
Vnothe Temple! flay, Oi tay a lictle while! | 

Nt. O Numph, to whom death is {o greeuous now, 
Each moment ſeems a death,it is thine 11] to tiayt 
Death hath not ſo much harmegas feare thereof; 

T1 hou ſooner dead,thy pain is lonaer pall. 

eAm. Some helpe may conic, deare tather : father now 

Doſt thouleaue me,now leaue thine onely child. 

V Viltthou not helpe me yet before | dic? 

Do not deny me yet thy lateſt kiſle: 

One blade ſhall wound both breſtes, and outof mine 
Thy blood mult Rreame. Oh father! Oh ſweete name! 
Sometime lo deare which | nc're calld 1n vaine, 

M :ke you your onely daughters marriage thus, 

A morninges Bri 'e,an eucming Srcrifize? 

Ni. N mph, Do not thus torment thy (elſe and me, 
T*ss tiuce lead youto the Temple now, M 

4 


The fuythfull $ hepheard, 


My duetie tis, I may not flackeit fo. _ 
Am, Deare Woods tarewell,my deareſt Woods farewell, 
Receme my lateſt hzhes vol my ſoule 
By cruell wpund trom this my body tree, 
Recuruc to Fecke your loued ſhadowes out: 
For Innocentes can not be doom'd to hell, 
Nor mongltthe blciled can deipayrers dwell. 
O eHmriilloy vretched was that diy 
1 hat fiit 1 ſaw theegand thy fight did pleaſe, 
Since ] iny lye mult Icaue, more «care co thee 
T 51en chine which prooves the occofi-n of iny death. 
V Vile chou bel:cuec that ſhe is doom'd to death 
For thee,that cruell cucr was to thee, 
T o keepe me innocent? Fur mee roo bold, 
For thee too little daring as my will z tow euer tas, 
] tauitles die,fruicles, an without thee 
My dceare | die, my dearc Ht. Nu. Surely ſhee 
Is deal, and in Mirtiilce luc nan.e her lite 
Hath finiſhed: hot loue andgricte the blade 
Preuvented hath comme hcipe to hozd her vp, 
Shce lyueth yer, | fce!: her hart doth throb 
Carry hertothe Forniaine here hard by, 
Freſh water may reftore her ſtonied ſprights, 
Buc were it not a dee( of pittie now, 
To let her dic of griefe,and ſhun the bladez 
No let vs rather fuccour now her lite, 
Weedo not kao'y what beau'ns will do with her, 


SCE. 6. Chorus of Huntſmen. 
Chey, oj Shepheardes wuh Sumo. 


C: r, Hunt, 
Glorious chil4 of great eAloige rice, 
[hat Monſters killt, and Wild=beſtes doſt detace. 
Cho.Sh. O glotious child, who Ermartus Boore 
Ha! ouerthrowne, vnconquerable thought : 
Bchola his head, that ſeernes to breath out death), 


M. This 


- 


_— ——————— 


T he faythfull Shepheard. 


This is the Trophee of our Demi-God, 
Helpe Shepheardes helpe,ts celebrate bis name, 
An4 wich {olemnitic his deedes to grace, 
Cho, Hz. O glorious chil.! of great + Alcrrer race, 
That Monſters kit, and Wiid-beltes doft defacc. 
Che.$h. O glorious child, bby whom the fertile plaines, 
Deprivu'd of tillage, haue their good regain''; 
Noiw may the Plough-rman goefſecyreſie, and 
Sow both his Seede,anJ reape his Haruelt in; 
T heic o0uglv teeth can noiv ho more them chace, 
Cho Hu. O glorious chil | of greateAlcides race, 
T hat montters {{1!ft, and wild Beaſtcs doit deface. 
C9. Sb. O glorious child, how thou doit couple (till 
Pirtie with fortitude. Cmrbrz behold 
Thy humble Sica vow; behold this head, 
That here and here in thy deſpight is armd 
With white and crooked tuskes,enuying thy hornes. 
T bou puiſlant Go.ldefle, fince thou didlt direct 
His ſhaftc : che price of his great victorie 
Is due to thee t hee famous by thy grace, 
Che.tHun O glorious chi] { of great Accides race, 
T hac moalters killt,and wild Beaſts do!t detace, 


SCE, 7. Coridon. 
VNiill this time I nener durſt belecue, 


Thar which the Saryre of Corres laid, 

Imagining his tale had been but fordg'd, 
{aliciouſly to worke me 1murie? 

Far from the t:och if feemd to mee that place, 
V Vhere ſhe appoynred I with her ſhouicl mecte, 
(if that be true which was on her behalte, 
Deliucred me by young [.1/errz late) 
Shoul:+de the place to fake c/Adgultrour in! 
Bur ſce a 13nethat may confirme the lame, 
Eu'nas he told mee; fo it 15 11 deed. | 
Oh what a Stone 13 this, which ſhuts vp thus 


The 


The faythfull Shepheard, 


T he huge mouth of this Caue? Oh Cores, 
Alli good time I haue found out your guiles, 
- Which after ſo long vic,at laſt returne 
V Vith damageto your ſelfe. $o manic lies, 
So many trecherics,muſt needes preſage 
Sme mortall diſaducnture art the leaſt, 
To him that was not madd, or bliade with louez 
T* was good for micel ſtayde away ſo long, 
Great fortune that my father me detain'd 
So with a tedious (tay, asthen me thought, 
| Had | kept cime buras Li/etta bad, 
Surely ſome (irange aduenture had Thad, 
Whar ſhall I doc? ſhall Tattir'd with ſplecne, 
S:cke with outragious furie for reuenge? 
Ficno, | honoar her too much t lo bee 
T he caſe with reaſon waighd; it rather would 
| Haue pittic and compasſion,then reuerge. 
Aad ſhall I pictie her,thatme berrayes? 
Sec rather doth betray her ſelf, chat thus 
Abandons mee,whoſle fayth to her yyas pure, 
And giue her ſelfe in pray 


To a poore Shepheard (traunger vagaband, 
That ſhall to morroww be more perfidous then ſhee, 


Should [ according tothe Setyres counſell,her accule, 
| Of the fayth broken, which to mee ſhee ſwore: 
; Then muſt (hee dies My hart*s nor halfe fo baſe, - 

Lec her then liue for mee; or to ſay bercer, 

Let her die vnto mee, and live ynto others: 

Live co ber ſhane, live to her infamie; 

Since the is ſuch, ſhe neuer can in me 

Kindle one ſparke of fearcull icalowhe. 


| SCE. 8. Siluio. 
()Goddeſle, that no Goddeſſe art, but of 


An idlc people, blinde and yaine : who with 
Impurelt min les and fond Religion, 


Hallowes the Aulcers and great Temples t90, 
2. What, 


ww 
The $4420 Shepheard, 
, This is the Trophee of our Demi-G1d, 
 Helpe Shepheardes helpe,to celebrare his name, 
; An4 wich folemnirtie his deedes to grace, 


Cho, Hz. O glorious chil.! of great «Alci7er race, 
That Monfters ki!t, and W i1d-beſtes doſt defacc. 
Che.$h. O elorious child, by whom the rertile plaines, 
Depriu” a of tillage, hane their good regain; 
Now may the Ploug »h-:man goeſecureſie, and 
Sow both his Seede,? 4n 1] reape his Haruelt jnz 
T heic ouglv tech can nov bs more them chace, 
Cho Huw. O glorious chil. of great «Al-1ges race, 
T hat mon! ters! i!t,and wild Beaſtcs doit detace. 
C90, Sb. O olorious child, how thou doit couple (ti!l 
Pirtie with fortitude. Cmrbre behold 
. Thy humble Save you; behold this head, 
That here and here in thy deſpight is armd 
With whire and crookeq tuskes,enuying thy hornes. 
Thou puiſſant Go. ldefle, fince thou didlt direct 
His ſhaft : che price of his great victorie 
Is due to thee t hee famous. by thy grace, 
Che.tHun O glorious chi] 1of great Aicides race, 
T hat moalters kit, and wild Beaſts do!t detace, 


EF: 
, SCE, 7. Coriaon. 


VNiill this time Tnener durſt belecue, 
Thar which the Satyre of Correa laid, 

Imagining his tale had been but fordg 4d, 

7 M Xe RN to worke me nmurie? 

Far from Me t:och iffeemd to mee that place, 

V Vhere ſhe appoynred I with her ſhoui.! mecte, 

(ifthac be true which was on her behalte, 

Deliucred me by young Ly/errz late) 

Shoul+ He the place to take tAdultrour in! 

Bur ce a f1znethat may confirme the lame, 

Eu'n as he told mee, fo it 18 11 deed. 

Oh what a Stone 13 this, which ſhuts vp thus 


The 


The faythfull Shepheard, 
The huge mouth of this Caue? Oh Coryes, 


Allta good time I haue found out your guiles, 
- Which after ſo long v(c,at laſt returne. 

V Vith damageto your ſelfe, $o manie lies, 
So many trecheries,muſt needes preſage 

Sme mortall diſaducature at the jeaſf, 

To him that was not madd, or bliade with louez 
T* was good for micel ſtayde away ſo long, 
Great fortune that my father me detain'd 

So with a tedious (tay, asthen me thought, 
Had i kep: cime bur as Li/etta bad, 

Surely ſome (trange aduenture had Thad, 
Whac ſhall I doc? ſhall Tattir'd with ſplecne, 
S:cke with ontragious furic for reuenge? 

Fic no, | honoar her too much 1 fo bee 

T he cafe with rca/on waighd; it rather would 
Haue pittic and compasfioa,then reuenge. 
Aad ſhall I pictie her,that me hecrayes? 

Sc rather doth betray her ſel'c, chat thus 
Abandons mee,whoſc fayth to her yas pure, 
And giue her ſelte in pray | 


To a poore Shepheard (traunger vagaband, 
That hall to morrow be more perfidous then ſhee, 


Should | according tothe Setyres counſcll,her accule, 
Of the fayth broken, which to mee ſhee ſwore? 
Then mult (hee dies My hart*s nor halfe fo baſe, 
Lec herthen live for mee; or to ſay better, | 
Let her die vnto mee, and live ynto others: 

Live co ber ſhame, live to her infamie; 

Since the is ſuch, ſhe neuer can jn me 

Kindle one ſparke of fearctull icalowhe. 


SCE.8. Silnio. 
()Godiefle, that no Goddeſſe art, but of 


An idlc people, blinde and yaine : who with 
Impureſt.min es and fond Religion, 


Hajlowes the Aulcers and great Temples t20, 
| M 2. What, 


—_ Hai. anc. i. 7 
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— 


The fayth/ull Shepheard. 
V Vhat, fayd | Temples? wicked Theaters 


CO: bealtly deees,to colour their dffonelt ates 

W th titles of thy famous Deitie, 

Becauſc thy thames in others-ſhames madeleſle, 

Let lole the raines of their lalciuioutnelle, 

Thou foe to Realon, plotter of miidecdes, 

Corrupter to our ſoules,calamuie 

To the whole worlde; thou davghter of the Sea, 

And of that treacherous monſter nightly borne, 

T hat with the breath of hope doſt ficſt intice 

Thoſe humane breſtes, but aftzrward dolt mooue 

A thoufand (tormes of ſighes,of teares,of plaintes? 

T hou may be better calld Mother of teinpeſtes and 

Ot rage,then Mother of Loue, 

To what a miſcric halt thou thrown*s downe 

Thoſe wretched Lovers? now may\t chou vaunt thy ſelfe 
To be omnipotent, if thou can't ſaue 

That poore Nimphs life, whom wich thy ſiares thou haſt 
ConduRed to this miſerable 7eath, 

O happy day I hallowd my'chaſt minde 

Tothce my onely Goddefle Cinthia, 

Such power on earth to ſoules of better ſore, 

As thou art light in heawn aboue the Starres, 

Much better are thoſe fudious praftites 

T hen thoſe which Fenwe vnchalt leruantes vſc: 

T hy leruantes kill both Beares and ougly Boores, 

Her ſervantes are of Beares and Boores till ſlaine, 

ON Bowe and matchles Shaftes,my power and my delight, 
Vaine tantaſtiue Loue,come proouc chyne armes,* 
Fffeminate with mine : but fie,too much 

I honcur thee poore weake and wreckling child, 

And for thou Pale me heare, I'le ſpeake aloud. 

A rod to chaſtiſe thee will be inough,—— -ynough, 
V Vhat art thou Ecchothat ſo ſoundes againe? 

Or rather Loue, that an{wereſt loudly ſo? _———z (o. 
I could haue wiſht no better match; but tell 

Me then, Art thou (by heauen) hee——— 
T he ionne of her that for eAans did - 


ceaucn hce 


So 


M 3. 


The faythfull Shepheard. 


| So miſerably burne, in whom naughe good i*, » G >dCeile, 
A GodJefle? vo, the Concubine of As, 

Ja whom lilcwoulnefle doth who'ly !; 6, —— vhoily alye, 
© fice,thy tongue doth clacke ag4tu.t the Whn,.Cy 
Wilc thou coiue toorth? thou ds : bur darkly dar, -y Gare, 
I helde thee for a covar4 itul, art hou a baitarc? v1 


Dott thou thac title braucly $Korne —— y $kori1es 
O God, then art thou VUul a7 tonne, by chat 

Lame Smith begot, oom———— EF 
A God? of wha? of Winds, ;nadik with bate 1acarth — carth. 
Gol of the carth? makes thou thy toes ro rue: CLuCy 
V V ith what dolt thou ſtill puniſh thoſe that itciue, 
An41 obſticately vo concende with Loue? with Loue. 
Nay lotte, when ſhall crook*t Loue(telline good toole) 
Enter my breſt? | warrent 13 coo ſtraight, ——liraight, 
Wh.t,ſhall Tfall in loue fo lodainely? ——— ——lodamcly, 


What is her name that I mult then adore? ——[Jorc, 
Dormaa toole,thou cant Por out yet, 
Buc dolt not thou meane hers — ce*'nher. 


Dormd: whom | hates but who ſhall force my will? — I will, 
What weapons wilt thou yſe? perhaps thy Bow,—tiy Bow 
My Bow?nnttill it be by thy leawd tolly broken, broken 
My broken armes incounter me, and who 
Shall breake them? thou? — thou, 
Fie fie thou art drunke, goe {leepe goe {lcepe 3 bur {tay, 
Thele maruailes muſt be done t but wheate? care. 


 Otoole,and | am gone, how thou art loden with 


Wit-robbing Grapes that grew ypon the Vine. — Diuine 
Bur ſoft, I ſee,or cls meethinkes 1 lee 

Something that's hike a Woolfe in yonder Grove. 

T'is ſure a Woelfe : How monſtrous great it is, 

T his day for me is deſtenied to prayle: 

Geod God efſe, with great tauours dolt thou ſheiy 

To wviumph in oge day over two Beaites; 

In thy great name, 1 looſe this ſhaft, the iwifteſt and 

The ſharpeſt which my Q11uer holdes. 

Great Archereſſe,direct cou my right hand, 


Aod hexe 1 vow io lacnfize the ipoyles 
Vnto 


| 
| 
k 


Pn 


The faythfull Shepheard. 


Vato thy name , O daintie blow, blow falne \ 
Eun where my hand and eye it deltenyed. 

Ah that I had my Dart,it co ditpatch, 

Before it get into the Woo les away. 

But heere be Stones, what need | any clic? 
Hecre's {catcely one,] need none now 2 beere is. 
Another Shaft will pierce it ro the quicke, 
What's this I ice? vynhappie Szluo? 

Vhaue thor a Shepheard 1n-a-Woluilſh ſhape, 

O bitrec chaunce } O-cucr milerable! 

S1cc chinkes ] kaow the wretch, ti's Linco thag 
Doch hold him vp . Oa deadly ſhaft! Oh molt 
Vnhappie Vow ! 1 guilcic of anothers blood? 

] thu> the cauler of anothers dearh? 

I that have been ſo liberall ot my life, 

So large a ſpender of my blood for others health? 
So,calt away thy weapons, and go lue 

All glorilefle . Bur ſee where he doth come, 

A great deale lefle vuhappy then thy ſelte. 


SCE, 9. Linco,Siluo,Dorinda. 


] Fane tbouthy ſelfe(my Daughter)on this arme. 
Vnfortunate Dorinda, Sl. O mee! Dorinda?l am dead> 
Der. O Linco Lince, Qh-wy ſecond fathert - 
$1. It is Derinda lure: Ah yoyce;ab fght. F; 
D-r. D-rmdato ſuſtaine, Lace hath been 

A fatall office vntothee: thou bard(t 

The faſt cryes that I cuer gave on carth, 

And thou ſhalthcarethe lateſt of my death : | 

And thete thine Armes,that were iy Cradle once, 

Shall be my Coffin now, Zin. O child more dearc 

T hen if thou wer mine owne. 1 caonot ſpeake, 

Gric © hath my wordes diſſolued intotearcs. | 
Si, On earth hold ope thy iawes and Iwallow mee. 
Ds. Oh tay both pace and plaint({good Lixce )for 

T he one my griete, my woand the other doth ingreafe. FY 

- Hts 


The fajthfall Shepheard, 


Si. On what a hard reward moſt wretched NVimph, 
Ha't thou receined for thy wondrous Joue? | 

L'. B: of good cheer: thy wound nocmortall is, 

Dor. | but Dorimaa morcall,wilde quickly dead: 

But dott thou know who ris hath wounded me? 

Lin, Let vs caxe for the lore,not for the offence, 
For neucr d1d Reuenge yet heale a wound, 

Sil. Way tay | ihille Shall Tay whillt chey lee me? 
Haue | {© boid a face: Fly $ uo fly 
The puniſhment of thatrevengetull ſight, 

Hy tic i1lt edge ot her ſharpe curtiag voice}” 

] cannot fly, facall necethitie doch hold 

Me hecte,an 4 makes me ſeeke whom moſt - 

I ought co ſhunne, Dor, Why Lmce,muſt | die 

Not knowing who.hath giuen me my death? | 
Lim, lt Silo is, Dor. Vit to. Lin. 1 knoy his (haft, 
Dor. On happie 1flue of my hues lait cod, 

If I b: fl une by luch a louelyfriend. 

Lm, See where he 15, with countenance him accuſing. 
N -w.heaucos be prayf{4, y'are at good palle, , 
V Vith this your bowe Md (hattcs 0mwuporent, | 
Haſt thounot likea canning Woodman thor? 

T cil inec, thoa that of Suwalult ; was itnot [ 

T hat ſhoc chis daintie thoote? Oh Bvy too wile, 

Hadit chou belceu'd this foolih age. man, 

Had itnochercer acen/ Anſwere me wreech, 

What can thy hc be wauth, if thee do die? - 

I know thou'l ſay.chou thoughtſt Chauc ſhot a Woolkfe, 
Azthcugh it were no !ault to Thoote 

Not know 1mg (cacelefle wandring chn'd) if U were 

A manor beat itnau {hot{t at; what Heard ſan, or 

What Plougiman do!t rhou ſee aftyr' 4 1n other Foxes 
Ah Sil9,$:{:9, who euct lowerh witt lo greene, 

Doth cuer r-ape ripe fruite of 1gnorance. 

Thioke you/vatace Boy)thischaunce by chaunce did come? 
Neuer without the powers deuine did luch like happen: 
Heme" is enrag'd at your ſupporilefle ipight, 
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G95 will not haue companions on the earth, 

I hey arc aot pleasd with this au'teritie : 

Now thou art dumbe, thou wert not wont tindure, 

Dor Sluwoert Lrncs ſpeakzghe doth not Know 

W hat {-u*ra1gnette thou ore Dormaa hait, 

In lite and death by the great po:ver of Loue. 

It thou haſt ſhot me, thou halt ſhot thine owne: 

Thou hitft the marke that*s proper to thy ſhaft, 

T heſc handes chat wounded me, hauc tollow*d right 

The aye of thy tairecyes. Szio, behold her whom 

Thou hatcſt fo, behold her as thou would(t: 

T kou wouldſt me wounded haue, woinded I ame 

Thou wiſh't me dead, I ready am for death, 

What woul ſt thou more? Wanat can | giue thee more? 

Ah cruell Boy,thou never woul(t belecue 

The woundby thee Loue made, cantt thou deny 

T hat which thy hand hath done? thou neuer ſawſt 

The blood mineeyes di ſhed; ſee!t chou this then, 

That guſheth from my fide 2 but if with pittic r.0w 

All gentlenefſle and yalouro be not ſpent, 

Do not denie me cruell ſoule, I pray, 

At my laſt gaſpe,one poore and onely hight 

Death ſhould be blef?, if thou bur thus wouldſt ſay, 

Goe reſt in peace poore ſoule, I humbly pray. 

S:{. Ah my Deormaa, ſhall I call thee mine, 

T hat art not mine,but when I thee muſt Joole : 

And whenthou haſt thy death received by mee, e 

Not when I might have givn thee thy life: 

Yet will I call thee minegthat mine ſhalt bee 

Spight ot my fortune : and ſince with thy life 

] cannot haue the:, Ple hauerhee in death : 

All that thou fceſt ja me, is ready for renenge?! 

] kille thee with thele weapons, with the lame 

Pic ki!l mv telte: I crucll was to thee, 

] now d. fire nothing but crueltie. 

] proudly thee Ce(pri'd, vpon my knees 

] bumbly thee adore, and parcon craue; 

Pu vor my Iyte; Bcho!d my Bowe, my Shaftes, | 
| | Wound | 
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The faythfull Shepheard. 
Wound not mine eyes or handes,thare innocent; 
But wound my breſt,monſter to pittie, foe ] 
Toloue ; wound me this hart, chat cruell was 
T othee : behol.\,my breſt is bare, 4 

Do, Siluw, 1 wound that breit?thou had(t not need 
Let ic be naked to mine eyes,if thou defirdft - 
I ſhould ic wound, O daintte beameous recke, # 
So often beaten by the waues and windes 
O: my pooreteares and ſighes in yaine: and is it true, 
T hou pictie feel{t? or am | wretch but mocke; | 
I would not this ſame Alablaſter skin , 
Should me deceive, as this poorc Beaſtes hath thee, | 
| 


I wound thy breſt? Vis well, Loue durſt do fo, 

] aske no wore reuenge,then thou ſhouldit loue, 

Bleſt be the day wherein I firſt did burne, 

Bleſt be my tcares and all my martirdomes; | 

I wiſh thy prayſc,and no reuenge of thee. | 

But curteous Srkvo, thar doſt kneele to her, 

Whole Lord thou art; ſince mee thou needes wilt ſerve, 

Let thy firlt ſervice be,to riſe when I thee bid: | 

Theſecond,cthat thou liu'!t : for mce,let heauens | 

Worke their will; in thee my hart will live: 

Aslong as thou dolt live, [ cannot die, 

But if it ſeeme vniv!t my wound ſhould be 

Vnpuniſhed,then breake this cruell Bowe, 

Let that be all the mallice thou doft ſhow. 

S:. Oh curtuous doome 3 and fo'r ſhalbe, 

T hou deadly Wood ſhaltpay the price of others kite, 
' Behol4,I breake thee,and! render thee \ 

Vnrothe Woodes,a trunke vnprofitable: 

And you my Shaftes that pierced haue the fide 

Ot my faire Louegbecaule you brothers bee 

I put you both togither,and deliuer you, 

Raddegarm4d in vaine,and vainely feathered. 

Twas truc Love tolde melare in Ecchoes yoy ce, 8 

O poecrtill camer both of Gods and men: 

Late enemie, now Lord of all my thoughres, 

li chou eitcemelt ir glory to have moilified 
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The faythfull Shepheard. 
A preude obdurate hart, Defende me from 
Thefatallfroke of death? enc onely blow 
Killing Dorinda,will me wittfher kiil ; 
Socruell death,if cruel! death ſhe proue, 
Will criumph ouer thee triumphant loue. 
Lin, $0 wounded both, yet woundes mol fortunate, 
Were but Dormdaes lownd. Let's ſoone go lecke 
Some remedie. Dor. Do not good Linc lead 
Me to my fathers houſe in this attire. 
S:l. Shall my Dormaa go to other houſe 
Then ynto mine? no ſure 2 alive or dead 
T his day Ple marrie thee. Li. Andin good time, 
Since «Amarillis hath loſt life and marriage too. 
O bleſlcd couple! O erernall Gody 
G:ue two their liues, giuing bur one her health, 
Dor. Silo | weary am, 1 cannot hold me on 
My wounded fide. S. Be of good cheere, 
Thou ſhalt a burthen be to vs moſt deare. 
Lincs give me thy hand . Li. Hold there it is. 
$:1. Hold faſt, and with our armes wee'le make a ſeate 
For her . Sit there Dormada,and with thy right hand 
Hold ZLincoes necke,and with thy left cloſe mine z 
Softly my hart, for ruſhing of thy wound. _ | 
Dor. O now mee thinkes ] am well. Sl. Linco held faſt, 
Lin. Do not you ſtagger, bur go forward right, 
T his is a better triumph then a 
Sil. Tell me Doriaa, doth thy wound ill pricke? 
Der, It doth; but in thine armes my louclie treaſure, 
I hold eu'n pricking deare,and death a pleaſure, 


Chor. 


Swerte and gelden age, when Mike 
Vnro the tender World was meate: 
Whoſe Cradle was the harmelefie Wood, 
T hewr dearer partes whoſe grafie like ſilke, 
T he Flickes untoucbr did toy ts eate: 
dir feard the World the ſpoyle of blood, py 
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T he troub/e14s thoughts that ds no good 
D414 not tijcn mave 4 cloudy vaile 
T o dimme our ſunnes eternall hight: 
Now Reaſon being ſhut vp quight, 
Cloudes do onr Wits shies oner=haile: 
From Wwhence it is ſtraunge landes Wwe ſeeke for eaſe, 
Plouching with huge Oake trees the Ocean ſeacs , 
T his bootleſſe ſuperſtitrous voyce, 
T bis ſuvrett profit l-ſve then vane, 
Of royes,of tuttes,and of ſlerght, 
Whom the mad World through worthleſſe choyce, 
Honor to name doth not di/daine, 
Did net with tyranny delight, 
T orule our mmdes, but to ſuſtame 
T rouble for troth,and for the right 
T o maint ame fayth a firme decres 
Amonit vs men of each deoree, 
Deſire to do well was of right: 
Care of true Honor, pap) ts be named, 
Who what was lawful pleaſure to vs framed, 
Then m the paſtures grouy ſhade, 
Sweete Caryoles and ſharpe Madrigale 
Were flames unto deare lawfull Lowe: 6 
T here gentle Numphes and Shepheards made | 
T boughrs of their wordes and in the dales De 
Did Himen ivyes and kiſſes moue, | 
Farre ſweeter and of more behoue, 
T rue lowers onely a:d enioy 
Loues linely Roſes and ſweete Flowers, 
Whilſt Wily-cra(t found alvwayes ſhowers, 
Sho\pers of ſharpe will and Wis annoy: 
Were it mm Woodes or Caucs for quit reſt, 
T be name of Husband ſtill was lh;d beſt, 
Falſe wicked World, that conrreſt ftull 
With thy baſe mercenary name 
T he ſoulrs chiefe good,and daſt entice 
T o neur!ſh i heug bt of newfound Will, wt p11 
With likghhoodes itſiraind agdine: 
IN 2, Vie 
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Unbridlmg eu» ſecret vice, 
Like to a 7\ et layde by denice 


Among faue Flowers and ſweert ſprea! Leaves, 
T hou cloathſt vilde thoughres mm bly weeds, 
Eſteemmng /eemwg goodneſie deedes, 

By whicn the life with Art decere: - 
N or doft thon cave( this bon is thy ct 
What theft it be, ſo Lone may bude the fail. 

But thou creat Fionur great byregrt, 

Fram: fam 4d ip rats m our hartes, 

T hou true Lora of each N oble br: jt: 

O thouth u ruleſt Kiges of maght, 

Once turne thee into tineſe our partes, 

Wok wanting 'het, cannot be bleſt: 

A ihe the ri from ont their myriallref}, 

With mig hrie and with power ll i MICs, 

Who by a b rſe unwarthy will 

 Hamelett to work: thy pleaſure ſtill, 

And left the worth of amique thanges: 

Let's hape onr ills a truce will one day take, 

And let our ho:es not wauer no nur ſhake: 

Let's hape the ſetung ſunne wilt riſe againe, 

And that the stye when they moſt aarke appeare, 

Do dravv( though coner'd ) after voiſhed cleare, 

Funs (be, eAtt. 4. 
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S CE NA.1, Yranio, Carino. 
Tu p'ace is euer good, where any thrives: 


Av eucry place 13 native, to the wile, 

Car. I rve{good Urams )1 by proofe can tell, 

That young, oid leave my fathers houſe, and ſought 
Strange places our, and now tnrne home gray hear'd, — 
T hat ear{} departern hence with golden lockes; + 
Yer is our nanive foyle ſweete ynto him 
T hat hath his fence i Nature doth make it deare, 

Like ro the Adamant, whom though the Mairinet 
Carry 
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| Carry farre hence, ſometime where as the Sunne 
Is borne, and ſometime where ir dyes; Yet {till 
T he hidden vertue wherewith it tdes, 
The Northren Pole it never doth forgoe : 
So he that goes tarre from his native foyle, 
And often times in {traunger land doth dwell, 
Yerthe retaines the loue heto it bore. 
O my e-frcadia, now | greet thy ground, 
Andwelcome good Ureno, for tis mecte 
You do partake my ioyes,as you haue done my toyle, 

Ura. | may pertake your toyle,but not content, 
WhenlI remember how farre hence | left 
My houſe and little houſhold off :well may I reſt 
My limbes, but well | wot my hart will mone, 

Nor faue thy felte,could any thing haue drawne 
Me from Elidis now :yet | know not 
What cauſe hath made you cravuaile to this place. 

(ar, Thou knowſt my deare Afmtiilo,whom the heauens | 
Haue giu*n me : for my Sonve came hither ſic ke, | 
Heere to get healch, according tothe Oracle, i4 
Which layd onely Arcadia could reſtore it himt | 
Two monthes he hath been heere,and I not able to 
Abide that ſtay,went tothe Oracle | 
To know of his returne: which anſwered thus, | | 
Returne thou to thy Countrey, where thou ſhak | 
Liue merrily with thy « Aferrillo dearet 4 
Heauens haue determined great thinges of him; | | 
Nor (halt thou laugh but in «Arcata. | 
T hou then imy deare campanion,merrie bee, | 
Thou hatt a ſhare in all my good, nor will 
Carmo \milegit my Vramo gricue. 

Ura. All labours that I for C.o-rorake, 

Heue their reward: but for co ſhort the way, 
I pray you tel} what wa ie you travaile fir{t, 
J_ Car. A youth: ull Hue | vnto Mulicke bore, 
And greedinefle of forraine faine.diſdayning chat 
eArcaaia onely ſhould me prayſc,made me 
Secke out Elwue and Piſa famove to, 
N 3. Where 
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Where I ſaw glorious «£9 crowned with Bayes, 
With Purple uexrt to Vertue evermore; 
Sothat he P/:b:4 leem'd ; when Fdeuout 
Vnto his powre did conſecrate my Lute: 
Then left I'P;/a,and ro Mccene went, 
Andafterwardes to «Ages, where [ was 
Art fi:{t, adored like a God ; but twilbe coo 
T 00 troubleſome to tell the ſtorie of iny life. 
1] many tortunes eride, fomctime difdaind, 
Soneumereſpeted hike a power deuine: 
Now rich,then poore; now downe,then vp aloft : 
Burin the change of place, my fortunes neuet changd, 
] learnd to knozy and Bak my former libertic; 
And leauing «A-r22:, Ireturned to 
Ny hom:ly Bowre [in Eladrs had: 
Where/Go.!s be pray) I did e Hirnllo buy, 
\\ ho fiace,hath comforted all mine annoyes. 
Ur, Thriſe happiethey who can conteine their thoughts 
And not through yaine and moſt immoderate hope, 
| Le-iethe {ivecte raſted frune of moderate good, 
C.z. Who wou!d have thought thaue waxed poore in gold 
J coou zh Chaue found in royall Paliaces 
People of more humanitic, then heere, 
Wiuchis the noble ornament of worthy ſprightes; 
Put I (Uramo ) found the contrariet 
Peopicin name and wordes right curtuous, 
Burt 11 good deedes mol? ſcarſe, 2nd Pirties foes? 
Pec plz ia face, gentle and pleaſant ill, / 
Pur ficrcer then th/outragious ſwelling Sea? 
People with countenaunce all of charitie, 
Bur chroughly Couctous,and fraught with Envie: 
1 he greater ſhowes they make,the lefle troth they meane? 
T hat which is yertue otherivhere,is there but yice! 
Vprighteſt dcedes, true love, pittic finceere, 
I:mo!able fayth, of hand and harr, 
A lite mo[t innocent; thele they eſteeme 
Put cowards lil, 3nd men of fillie wittes; 
F ollics and vaniucs,:hat are rediculous, 
Coos 
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Cooſofdage,lying,theft,and rapine clad; 

Jn hohnet{e,by others downetalles and their loſle, 

Rich (till to groiw,to builde their reputation 

Oa others intaimie, to lay fine luares 

To trapthe innocent; cheſe are the vertues of that place, 

No merit, worth,rcuercnce of age, 

Of law, os of degree,uo raines of ſhame, 

ReipeRt ot Jouc or blood,nor memorie 

Ot any good recciued : and to conclude, 

nothing to reuerend,pure,or 1ult can be, 

That icemes torbidden to thele gultes of pride, 

Ot honour lo ainbitious : ſo couerous 

Ot getting (till, Now I thatalwayes liu'd 

Vaowaric of thcic fnares,andin my forchead had 

All my choughts written, my hart diſcoucred;/ ; 

You well may 1wwdge, | was an open marke | | | 

To the luſpicious thattesof enuious folkes. | 
Ur. What can be happie in that caytiuc land, 

Where Enuic cuce Vertue doth commaynd? | 
Ca, It ſince I trauailed,my ſs/e had had iy 

As good a cauſc to laugh as Chad to weepe, | 

| Perhaps my tlile would haye becn fir Chauc ſung 
The armes,and honours,of my noble Lord, | 
So that he necded not to have enuyed | 
The brauc /eonian trumpet of Achille; fame, 
I might hauc made my Countries browes been girt i] 
With happic Lautcll coo ; Bur too ichumaoe is this age, | 
And too ynhappic guift of Poetric. 
The Swans de oe a quict neſt, a gentle ayre, 
Pernafiu« never kngw this byting care. | 
Who quarrdls with hisfatc and fortuue [t:1], | | 
His voyce migſt needes be hoarſcyhis ſong butill: | 
But now tis time to letke e Hirrillo our, | 
Oh how this Countrey's chaungd! 1 ſcarcely know: | 

But Straungers neutr want a guide that haue a congue, j 

We will cnquire to the next harbour houſe, 

Where thou thy wearic limmes may{t well repoſe, 
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: vwW Hichplaine I firſt(my child)of thee? thy life 
Or honeltie? Ile plaine thine honeſtic, 
Becaule thy fire (though mortall) honelt wasz 
And 1o thy iteed my hfe Ple plaine and ſpend, 
Ot thy hte and thine honeſtie to ſee an end, 
O« MH ntaxe,onely thou with thy deuices i 
And ill-cund.Oracles, and with thy loue, & 
And proud deſpiſer of my daughter,to this end, 
Hall brought my child . Oh doubttull Oracles, 
How vaine you bee? and honeltie gainſt loue 
In youthtull hartes a weake defence doth proue, 
A woman whom noymatch hath cuer ſought, 
Is cuill guarded from this common thought. 
Nun. If dead he be not,or that through the ayre 
No windes haue carried him, him might I finders 
But {ce him now, when leaſt I thought | ſhould: 
O late for mee, for thee too quickly tound, 
Except the newes were better that | bring. 
Ts. Bringes thou the weapon that hath flaine my child? 
Nun. Not this, but leſſe : But how heard you this newes? 
Ts. Why hues ſhe then? Nun Shee lines, and may do ſtill, 
For in her choyce it 15 toliue or die. 
T :, Oh ble(t be thouthar liftes me yp from death: 
But how is ſhe vnſafe, ſince at her choyce it is 
To live or dic? Nun. Becauſe ſhe will nor liuc. 
Ts. Shee will not live? What madnefſe makes her thuwt 
Nv. Anothers death 3 and it thou doſtnoc mouc her, 
Shee is ſo bent,as others ſend in vaine 
T heic praying wordes, Ts. Why ſtay we? let vs goe! 
A un, What, ſoft and faire,the Templ cs gates arc ſhut, 
And know you not how it vnlawfull is 
For any oc ſave ſaceraotall foote, . 
To touch tlie ſacred ground, vntill ſuch time 
The \acrifize vnto the Aulters come, 
Adoined with the Santuaric rites? 
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Ti. How 


T he faythfull Shepheard. 
Ti. How if ſhee'ffeR her purpoſe in the while? 
Nur. Sie cannor, for ſhee*s kept. Tz. in meanetime, 
Thcateil truely how all thisis come to paſſe? 
«7. Thy mournefull child now come before the Prieſt 
With lookes of feare and griefe, that teares brought foorth, 
Not onely from vs by, but by my troth, 
Ewa trom the pillorsof the Temples ſ(elfe 
And hardeſt (tones,that ſeemd to feele the ſame, 
Was in a trice accus'd, conuic'c, condemn'd. 
Ti, O wretched child, and why was ſhe condemr?d? = 
Nun. Becauſe the groundes ot her defence were (mall; 
Bcſides,a certaine Nomph, whom ſhe did call 
Jn te{timonie of her innocence, 
W as abſent now,and none could fiade her out: 
And tcarefull ignes, and monſtrous acciclents | 
* Otfhorrouc in the Temple proou'd the doubt, ; 
As dolorous to vs, as {trange and rare, | 
Not ſecnefince we did feele heauenly ire 
T hat did revenge «Amintas loue betrayde, 
T he firli begining of our miſerie. 
Diana (wet out blood, the Earch did ſhake, 
The ſacred Caue did bellow out ynwonted howlings 
And dire deadly cries: 
Withall,it breath*d out ſuch a ſtinking miſt, 
As Plaoe impare kingdome hath no worle, 
And now with ſacred order goes the Prielt 
To bring thy daughter to her bloodie ende, 
The whillt 44:4 (wondrous thing to tell) 
Offcr'd by his owne deathto giue her life, 
Cry1ng,vnbind thole handes(ynworthic tringes) 
Andin ber (iced that ſhould be ſacrifiz'd 
Vnto Diana, draue me to the Aulters \. 
A Sacrifize tomy faire eAmarills, | 
Ti. O admirable deede of faythfull loue, 
And noble hart, Nu, Now heare a miracle: 
Shce that before ſo fearcfull was to Cie, 
Chaung'd on the ſodaine by mile wordes, 
Thus anſweres with 2 bold vadaunted harts 
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T hilt thov(my GcareNthen by thy death to giine 
L:itc to ber death;that by uhy lite doth hue. 
O miracle vmult 207 Mitmntters, on on, why do you [tay? 
Leae me forthwith ynro mine end: le no ſuch pitcie |, . 
«11:irill rephes, Live cruell pitteous loue, 
My hart his ſpightfull pittie doth reproue: 
Tome itlongesto dic. Nay then to me 
(She anfweres) that by Law condemned am: 
And heere anew begins a wondrous {trife, 
As though that lite were death,and death were life, 
(O ſfoules well borne) O couple worthy of 
Ecernall honour,neuer dying pravic; 
O living, and 0 dying glorious loners. 
Had ſo many tongues, ſo many voyces, 
As Hcauen hatheyes,or Ocean ſea hath landes; 
Ail would be rows = and hoarſe in ſetting out 
T heir wondrous and incomprehended prayle. 
Ecernall Childe of heauen, O glorious Dame, 
T hat morrall deedes enchronicleſt to time, 
Write thou this Hiſtorie, and it infold 
In ſol1d Diamond with wordes of gold. 
T :. But what end had this mortall quarre!! then? 
Num eAmillo vanquilſherh? O rare debate, 
Where dead.on lyuing getts the vitorie. 
The Prielt ſpeakes to your Child,be quiet Nimph, 
We cannot change this doome, tor he muſt Cie 
T hat offers death,our Law commaunds it fo: 
And attcr bids, your Daughter ſhould be kept, 
Lealt grietes extreame ſhould bring her deſperate deathy 
Thus i{tood the (tate When e Iontane (ent me for thee. 
Tz, In footh tis true, {weete ſcented Flowers ſhall ceaſe 
To dwellon Riuers bankes,and Woodes in Spring 
Shall be without their Leaues, before a Mayde 
Acorn'd with youth,ſhall ſet {weete Louc arnaught; 
Buc if we [tay (lill heete,how ſhall we know 
Whea it is gime vnto the Church to go? 
Nun. Heere belt of all;tor in this place alas, 
Shall the good Shepheard [acrifized be, 
T':. And 
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Ti.And why not in the Church? Vu.Becanſe there where 
The fault is done,the puniſhment muſt be. 
Ti, Andwhy not inthe Caue? there was the faulc. 
Nur. Becauſe to open skyecs it muſt be hallow'd. 
T:i. And how know(t chou all chele miſteriall rites? 
Nun. From the High-prieſt, who from Teno had them, 
For true eAminntas and vntrue Lucrine, 
Vere ſacrihzed fo ; Bur now tis time to goe; 
Sze where the lacred Pempe lofily deſcendes: 
Twere well done ot vs by this other way, 
40 go vato the Tcmpleto thy daughter, Faris Sce.a2. A. s. 


ACTVS.x5 SCE. 3: 
Chor of Shepheards,Chorus of Prieſt es, Montanus, Mirrillo, 


Chorus of Sheps 
O H daughter of great fone, ſiſter of Phebus bright, 
Chou lecond T :t49,tothe blinder world chat giueſt light 

(9. Pri. TI hou that with thy well temper'd vitallcay, 
Thy brothers wondrous beate doth well allay, 

Which mak'(t iweete Nature happely bring foorth 
Rich firtile birches of Hearbes,of Beaftes,of Men; 
As thou his heate doſt quench,focalme thine ire 

'T hat ſets «Arcaataes wretched hartes on fire, 

Cho,$h. O daughter of great ſour. &c, 

een. Yea ſacred Prieftes,the Aulters ready wake, 
Shepheardes deuout,reiterate your ſoundes, 

And call vpon the name of our great Goddeſle, 

Cho.5h. O dxughter of great Tone, &c, 

Men. Now Shepheards (tand afide,nor you my f(cruants 
Come not neare,except I call for you. | 
Valiant young mao,thar to giue life els where, 
Abandonelt thine owne,dic comforted thus farres 
1's but a fpeedie figh, which you mult paſle; 

For {o ſeemes death ronoble minded fprightes, . 
That once pertorm'd, tis eauions age, 

With thou!ſandes of her yecres ſhall not deiace 
Tic memorie ot ſuch a gentle deed; 
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' The faythfull Shephedsd. 


But thou ſhaltlive the exarmple of rrue fayth, 
But for the Law commeundes thee facrihz'd, 
To dye without a word 3 Before thou kneeli}, 
If thou haſt oughtto ſay,fay it,and hojd thy peace 
For ever after that, 
e1t, Father,let itbe lawfull that I call thee ſo, 
For,though thou gau'ſt not, yet thou tak'ſt my life: 
My bodic to the ground Ido bequeath,tpy ſoulc 
To her that is my hife : But if ſhe die, 
Ax ſhe hath threatned to do; aye mee, 
What part of me ſhall then remaine alive, 
Oh death were {weete, if but my morrtall parts 
Might dic, and that my foule did not deſire the ſame; 
Bur if his pictie ought deſcrues that dyes, * 
For ſoucraigne pitrie then courteous father," 
Prouide ſhe do not die; and with that ho 
More comforted, Ile pay my dellenies, 
T hovgh with my death you me from her disioyne, 
Yer make her liue,that ſhe may meretaine. 
Aon. Scarſe 1containe from teares 3 0 frayle mankind! 
Be of good cheare my ſonne,l promiſe thy defire, 
] ſwearc it by this head, this handtakethou for pledge. 
et, Thencomforted,1 dic all comforted: 
To thee my eAmarillis doll come, 
Soule of the faythfull Shepheard,as thine owne 
Do thou receiue, for in thy loued name 
My wordes and life 1 will determine ſiraight; . 
So noiv to death I kneele,and hold my peace. 
Mon. On ſacred Miniſters, kindle the flame 
With Frankenſence aud Mirrhe,and Incenſe throw thereon 
T hat the thicke yapoure may on high aſcend. 
Cho.Sh, O daughter of great /owe.&c. 


ACT.xs. SCE. 4. Carino,Montanio, 
Nuecander, Merrillo, Cborus of Shepheards, 


GVH at Countrymen are here,ſfo braucly furniſhed 
Almoſt allin a Liuerie? Oh what a ſhow , 
s 
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L The faythfull Shepheard. | 


Is heere? hiv rich, how full of pome it is? 
Truſt mee,I thinke it is ſome Sacrifize, 
Mon. Rerch mee( Nicarder the golden Baſon, 
T hat containes the ivice of Bacchn truite, 
Ni.Behold tis ready here, Nen.So may this faultles blood 
Thy breſt(Oh ſacred Goddefle)mollifie, 
As do theſe falling droppes of Wine extinguiſh 
T his blafing flame , So, takethe Baton, there; 
Giue me the filuer Ewer now: Ns. Behold the Ewer. 
A.So may thine anger ceale with that ſame faichles Nimph 
Prouok't as doth this fire,this falling {treame extinguiſh. 
n Car, This is ſome Sacrifize, but where*s the holocauſt? 
©AMon. Now all 1s fir,there wantes nought bur the cuds 
Giue me the Axe. Ca, lt 1 be not deceiu'd, 
I (ce a thing that by his backe leemeth a man: 
He kneeles : he is perhappes the holocauſt, 
O wretch tis ſo,the Pric!t holdes bim by read: 
And haſt thou not vnhappy countrey yer, 
After ſo many yeeres heauens rage appeaſd? \ 
Cho. Sh. O daughter of grear /oue,titer of Phebus bright, 
T hou ſecond T uan,tothe blinder world that giueft light. 
Mon. Revengetull Goddeſle that for priate fault, 
Dolt publicke puniſhment on vs infi&, 
Whctherit be thy onely will, or cls 
rernall prouidence immutable commaund) 
Since the infeted blood of ( Lucrmafalſe) 
Might not thy burning iuſticerhen appeaſe, 
Drinke now this innocent and voluntarie Sacrifize, 
No lefler faythfull hen Ammntas was, 
That atthy lacred Aulter in thy dire revenge I kil!, 
CLo.Sh, O daughter of great Joze,filter of Phebus bright, 
T hou ſecond T 1t4n,o the blinder world that giucit hight. 
Afor. Oh how I feele my hart waxe tender noi, 
Binding my ſenſes with vnuſuall maze: 
So both my hart not dares,my handes vnable are 
To hift this Axe. Car. Ilc lee this wretches face, 
And then depart : for pittie will nor lerme ftay- 
Aon. Perhaps againſt the Sunne my (trengrh doth faile, 
O 3 * And 
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T he faythfull Shepheard. 
And tis a fuuk to lacrifize agun!t che Sunne, ' 
Turne thou thy dying face toward this hull. 
So no:w,tis well, (ar, O wretch! what do [ lee? 
My ſonne eI:rtulls, Is not this my fonne? (blow? 
p Am, Sonow I can. Car.ltis euen fo, Mon, Who lets my 
Ci7.\Vhat dolt thou ſacred Prieſt? fo. Oman prophane, 
Wity halt thou held this holy Axe? how dareſt 
Þ hou thy raſh handes inpole ypon the ſame? 
{ +7. O my eAerrullo,how cam(t thou to this? 
Nc. Goedotard old and fooliſh infolenc. 
Cr, | ncucr thought Chaue thee imbraced thus, 
Nc. Patch ſtand afide,thou mayſt not handle thinges 
Sacred vnto the Gods,with 12: *- oma . 
Car, Deare to thee Gods am allo I,that by 
Thcir good dirgtion hither came euen now, 
Alo. Noewder cealegheare him, and turne him hence. 
Car, Then courteous Prieſt, before thy ſwerd doth hgh 
Vpon tus necke, Why dyesthis wretched Boy? 
I, why the Goddeſle thou ador'ſt, beleech thee tell? & 
Alon. By tuch a heauenly power thou conur'lt mee, 
T tat I were wick-d, if Ithce denied; . 
« Bur what wi profic thee? Ca. More then thou think'R. 
Aſon. Becaulc |.e tor an other willing is to die. 
p C7. Dye for an other? then 1 forhim will dye 
For pictie then,thy falling blow dire, 
In ſtead of his, vpon this wretched necke. 

/15n. 1 hou dotelt friend. Ca, And will you me denie 
T hat which you graumt another man? Ao. Thou arr 
A Stranger man. Ca, How if I were not ſo? 

Ar. Nor eould'ft thou, for he dyes but by exchange. 
But tell me,what art thou? thy habite ſhewes 
1 hou art a Stranger, no Arcadran borne, 

{4.1 an Arcaatan am. 6. I notremember 
T.ztTcuer law theeearſt, Cr. Heere was 1 borne, 
Carime call and father of this wretch, 

179. Art thon Marti es fatherthen? thou com?ſt 
Vnluckil, bothfor thy ſeifeand mee; 

Scand now a'de,lealt with thy fathers teares, 
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Thou make!! fruicleſle, yaine our Sacrifize. 

Car. It thou a father wert? AZen, I am a father man, 

A tender father of an onely ſonne :* 

Yer were this fame, my S/40es head, my hand 

Should be as ready tor't as tis for this: 

For he this ſacred habite ſhall vynworthy weare, 

That to a publique good, his priuate doth preferre, | 
Car. O let me kiſle him yet before he dyc. | 
Ao. T hou mayſt not man, Car, Art thou ſocruell ſonne? 'S 

Thou wilt not anſwerethy ſad father once. | 
At. Good father hold your peace. 419.O wretched wee 

T he holocauſt contaminate 6 Gods, 

Air. The life you gaue, I cannor better giue, 

Then for her ſake, who ſole deſerues to liue. 

Aon. Oh thus 1 chought his fathers teares would make 
"Him breake his ſcilence, Air. Wretch with errour haue 

I done the law of ſcilence, quite I had forgot. 
eMox. On Miniſters, why do we ſtay lo long? El 

Carry him to the Temple backetotlYnoly Cell, 

T here take againe his yoluntary vow. 

Then bring him backe,and bring new Water too, 

New Wiae,new Fire: diſpatch,the ſunne growes low. \ 

Funs Scena 4. eAtta. 5. | 
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ACTAx., SCE. 5. Montan.Carino,Dametas, 


CHontan, 

Ve thanke thou heavens thou aged impudent, 

T hou art his father? if thou wert not 2 well, 
(1 ſweare by this ſame ſacred habite on my head I weare) 
T hou ſhould(t ſoone taſte how ill I brooke thy boldnes, 
Why, knowſt thou who [| am? knowft thou that with | [ 
Tis Rodd [ rule affayres both humaine and diuine? | 

(ir, I cry you mercie holy ſacred Prieſt. 

mn. 1 ſuffered thee fo long, till thou grov.*{l inſolent. 
Knoweſt thou not Rage that Juſlice {1111eth vp, : 
The longer ris delayde, the greater ts? 
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The faythfull Shepheard. 


Car. Tempeltius furie never waigned rage, 
\ In breftes magnanimu<+bur that one blaſt 
Ot Generous eff could coole the lame 
Bucit | can not grace obtaine,let mce 
Finde iuſtice yet, you can not that denie, 
Law makers be not freed from the Laiwes? 
] aske you iuſtice, iuſtice graunt me then, 
You are vniult, if you eAſmrullo kiil, 
Alon. Let methen know how I can be vniuſt? 
Car. Did you not cell me ic valawfull was 
To (acrifize a Strangers blood? Aon. I told you fo, 
And told you that which heauens did commaund, 
Car, He is x Stranger you would facrifize. 
Aon, AStranger, how? is he not then thy ſonne? 
Cir, Lerit ſuff:ze, and ſeckeno further now. 
Alm. Perhappes beeauſle you not begot him heere. 
 C.Oftheleaſt knowes,that moſt would vnderſtand. 
em. Heere we the kindred weane,and not the place, 
Car, I call him Stranger,for 1 got him nor. 
Aon, Is he thy ſonne,and thou begors him not? - , 
Cr. He is my ſonne, though | begot him not. 
Alon. Didi thou not ſay that he was borne of thee? 
(cr. | ſayd he was my lonae,not borne of mee. 
Aon. Extremitie of griefe hath.made thee madd. 
Cr. If I were madd, 1 ſhould nor feele my griefe, 
Afon. T hou art ore-mad4d,orels a lying man. 
Cr. A lying man will neuertell the trueth, 
4. How can it be ſonne, and not ſonne at once? 
(#7. T he {onne of loue, and not of nature hee's, 
e11on. Is he thy ſonne? he is no Scranger then; 
Tf not,thou haſt no part at all in him: 
Father ochor,thus rhou convinced art, 
(#7. With worces and not with trueth, I am conuin?(t, 
At-n. dis fayth is doubted that his wordcs contraries, 
Car. Yer 60 I ſay thou Coll agced vninuſt, 
e707. On this may head, and on my Stzroes head, 
Let my inwſtice fall, Car. Youwill repentit. 
Aon. Youſhall repcn:,'f you my ductic hinder. 
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The ſaithfull Shepheard. 


Cav. T call to witnefle men and Gods: {/f-».) Gods you 
To witnelle cali,that you deſpiſed haue. 
Car. Since you'le not heare me, heare me heauen and carth. 
Aliriilla\traunger 1s, ar.d not my forine, 
You do prophane your holy ſacrifice. 
ou, Heavens aide me from this Bedlam man, 
Whois his father ſince hee's not your fonne ? 
Car. I cannot tell you, am ſure not I. 
Mon, Sec how he wauers,is he not of your bloud? 
Car, Ohno. (Men.) Why do you call him ſonne? 
Car, Becauſe I from his cradle have him nouriſhr ſill, 
And euer loud him like my ſonne. 
Mos. Bouzhe you him?ſtole you him? where had you him? 
Car. A courteous {traunger in £44 gaue me him. 
Mo», Andthat ſame ſtraunger,where had he the childe? 
Car. I gaue him. (Mev) Thou mouſſt at once &iſdaineand 
Firſt thou him zau'(t,and then had{t himin gift. (laughter. 
Car. I 2aue him that which I with him had found. 
0 Mor. And where had you him? /Car.) In alowe hole, 
Of daintiz Mirtle trees vpon Aipheus banke : 
And for this cauſe M#rt4//oT him call'd. 
M--. Here's a fine tae, what haue your woods no beaſts ? 
Car, Ol many ſorts, (V1o».) How ſcapte he being deuour'd: 
Car. Aſpecdic Torrent brought him to this hole, 
And left huminthe boſome of a litle 1 le, 
Oa euery {ide defended with the {treame, 
Mo-. And were your ſtreamesſo pitiful! they drownd him 
Your Riuers gentle are that children nutle, (not? 
Car. Laid: na cradle like a litle ſhip, 
With other ſtufte the waters wound together, 
He was ſafe brought by chance vato this hole, 
Mov. Laidinacradlc?(Cer,) In a cradle laid. 
Mo». And buta childe? 'Car.) | but a tender chiide. 
Mom, How long was this ago? (Car.) Calt vpyour count 
Isit not nineteene yearesfincet the or earfloud? 
S01ong t15 ſince, (Moy.) Oh how Lieele ahorror ſhake 
My bones. (Car. ) Heknowes not what to lay : 
Oh wicked a&t,orecome yer will not yeeld: , 
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Thinking r'ourſtrip me in his wit,as much 
Asin his to:ce, I hearc him murmur, 
Yet he nill berav that he conunced is. 
Aon. What interoit had the man you ſpeake of in 
That child? was he his ſonnet (Ca-) I cannot tell. 
Mon. Had he no better kaowledge then of it then thus ? 
(a. Nor that know 1.(/Mon.) Know you him if you lee tum? 
Ca, Heſcem'd a ſheph:card by his cloaths and face, 
Of middle ſtature,of.blacke haire his beard - 
And eye-browes were exceeding thicke.(Aon, ) Shepheards 
Come hither ſoone. (Damer.) Behold we are readic here. 
Mon, Which of theſe lid he reſemble then? 
Ca. Him whom you talke withal! he did not onely ſeeme, 
Bur tis thc ſame,who though't be twentie yeares agoe, 
Hath not a whit alter'd his auncient looke. 
Aon. Stand then al1de,Daretas tay with me, 
Tell me know'ſt thou this man? (Da.)Meſeemeth (o, 
Bue yer I know nor where. ({ a.) Him can Iputin minde, 
Ion. Let me alone,ſtand you alide awhile. 
(a. 1your commauadement willingly obey. 
Mo»n, Now anſ\were me Dame/4s,and take heed 
You donor lyeztis almoſt ewentic yeares 
Since yourerurn'd from ſecking out my child, 
Which the outragious River bare away: 
Did you not tell me you had ſearch'd in vaine 
All that ſame countrey,with Alphers waters ? 
Da. Why aske you this?(Mon.) Did not you tell me him 
You could not finde? ( Da.) I grauntI told youlo. 
Mon. What child then wasit (tell mc) which you gaue 
Vato this ſtranger which did know you here ? 
Da. Will you [ ſhoa!d remember what I did 
' So long agoet old m:n torgetfull are. 
Mo», Is not he old? yet he remembers it; 
Da. Tulh he doth rather dote. (Mor.) That ſhall we ſee, 
Come hither ſtraunger,come.(Cs.) I come. (Oa.) Oh that 
T hou werrt as farre bencath the ground. (Mon. Teil me 
Is this the ſhepheard that gaus thee the git 2 
Ca. This fameis he. 
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+» Da. Whatgiftistthouſpeak'ſt of ? 
Ca. Dolt notremember inthe temple of Ohmpich Towr, 
Hauing had anſwere of the Oracle, 
And being readie to depart,l met with thee, 
And ask'd thee of the Oracle,whichthou declared(t, 
After [rooke thee home vnto my houſe, 
Where did{t chou nor giue me an Infant childe, 
Which in a cradle thou hadl(t lately found? 
Da. And what of thar*(Ca.) This is that very child, 
Which ever fince / hke mine owne hauc kepr, 
And at theſe Aulrars mult be ſacrific'd. 
Da. Oh force of Deſtiny.( or.) Yet wilt thou faine ? 
Is it not true which he hath told thee here? 
Da. Oh were /dead as (ure as it is true. 
Mo». And wherfore didſt thou giue anothers goods? 
Da, Oh maiſter ſeeke no morezlet this ſuffice. 
Men, Yer wilt thou hold meoff and ſay no more? 
Villaine thoudyeſt if / but aske againe, 
Da. Becauſethe Oracle toretold me that the child 
Should bein danger on his fathers hands 
His death ro haue if he returned home. | | 
{ 4. All this is true,for this he told me then, | 
Moz. Ay me,it is too manifeſt,the caſe is cleare, 
Ca. What reſteth then, would you more proofe then this? 
Men, Theproofe's too great, too much haue you declar dy 
Too much / vnderſtand, 6 Carino,Carimo, 
Ho: [change griete and fortunes now with thine, 
How thy atte&tions noware waxen mine, 
T his is my ſonne,oh moſt vnhappie ſonne, 
Ot a more wretched father. More ſauadge was | F 
The water in him fauinggthenin running quite away, 
Since at theſe ſacred Aultars by thy fathers hands 
Thou mult be {}atne,a wotull (acrifice, 
And thy poore bloud mult waſhrhy natiue ſoyle. 
Ca. Artchou Mzrtiloes father then? how loſt you him 7? 
Mos. The delugerawſht him, whom whea [1oſt, 
T left more ſate,now found, lecelc him moſt, 
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Breught all theſc occurrens co this onely point, 
Th'art great with childe of iome hugegnonſtrous birth, 
Either great good or illth6u wile bnang forth. 
Mor. This twas my ileepe foretold,decentfull ſleepe. 
Jnill too DIS 46 coo lying {Ull, 
T his was th'vngwonted pitie,and the ſudden horror that 1 
I teittoltay the ax and thake my bones : 
For nature (ure abhorres a {troke ſhouid come 
From tathers hands, ſo vilde abhominable. 
(7. Will youthen execute the wicked ſacrifice ? 
Mon. By other hands he may notat theſc Altars die. 
Ca, Why will the father nurder then the ſonne ? 
Mos. So bids our law, and were it pictic to {ſpare 
Him fincethe rue Amnias would not ſpare lum(elfe? 
Ca, O wicked Fates,me whither haue ye brought? 
Mon,T oſeerwo fathers ſoueraigne pitie made a homicide, 
Yoursto Matit,mine vnto the Gods, 
His father you denying forto bee, , _ 
Him thought to ſaue,and him you loſt thereby, 
Thinking and ſeeking] to kill your ſonne, 
Mine owne haue found,and mult mine owne go kill, 
Ca. Behold the monſter horrible this Fate brings forth, 
O cruel| chance (Miri«o) o my life, + 
- Is this chat which the Oracle told of thee? 
Thus in my natiue ſoyle haſt thou me happy made: 
O ſonne of me poore old and wretched man, 
Lately wy hope,my life,now my diſpaire and death. 
Mos. To me Carino lcaue theſe wofull teares, 
T plaine my bloud: my bloud,why ſay Iſo, 
vince ] it ſhead? poore lonne why got [thee ? 
Why wert thou borne? did the milde waters ſaue thy 
T he cruell father might the ſame bereaue? (life, 
Sacred immortal powers, without whoſe deep inſight 
No waue doth ſtirre in ſcas,no blaſt in skies, 
No leafe vpon the earth : what great offence 
Haue /comritted,that /worthy am 
With my poore oft-ſpring for to warre with heaucn? 
{t ! oftended hauc,ch yer my fonne 
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What hath he done you cannor pardon him? 

 O lapiter the great diſdaintull blaſt 

Would quickly iuffocate my aged ſence, 

But if thy thunderboles will not,my weapons ſhall. 

The dolorous example Ile renew, | 

Of 200d Amyntas our beloued Prieſt, 

My ſonne amaz'd ſhall ſee his father ſlaine, 

Ere I father will go kill my ſonne: 

Die thou MMontane,us onely fit for thee, 

O powers,l cannot lay whether of heauen or hell, 

Thar agitooke with griete,diſpairetull mindes, 

Behold your fury thus it pleaſeth yon. 

I nought deſire ſaue onely ſpeedie death, 

A pooredelire my wretched life to end, 

Some comfort ſeemes to my ſad fpright ro ſend. 
Ca.Wretched old man,as greater flames do dimme 

Theleſſer lights,cuen fo the ſorrow I 

Do of thy griete cooceiueghath put out mine, 

T hy cafe alone ceſerueth pittic now. 
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Oftly my ſonne,and ſet thy feet ſecure, 
Thou muſt yphold mein this rugged way, 
Thou art my bodies eye] am thy mindes, 
And when thou com'ſt before the Prieſt,there ſtay. 
Aon. Is tnotthe reuerend Tirenio which I ſec 2 
W ho bligd on carth, yer ſeethall in heauen? 
Some great thing moucs him thus, theſe many years 
I ſawe him not our of his holy Cell. 
Ca. God grant he bring vs happie newes. 
Alon. Father Tirenio, what's the newes with you; 
Youfrom the temple? how comes this to palle ? 
Tire, To you l come for news, yer bring you news 
Houy oft bluud eyes do aide the inward fight, 
T he whulſt the minde vntraueld with vilde fights, 
Wuhdriawes into it ſelfe,and Lincexs eyes 
Doth (ct a worke in ſightlefle ſences blinde, 
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We may not Montane palle (0 lightly ore 
The vnexpcdtcd things,that heauen'y mixture temps with hu- 
Becauſe the Gods donor converſe on earth, (mane, 
Nor partly hold wth mortall men at all. 
\ Burall theſe workes ſo great,ſo wonderfull, 
Which the blad world ro blinder chance aſcribes, 
Is nothing bur ce'eſtiall counſelltalke, 
So ſpeaketh'cternall powers amongſt themſelues, 
VV hoſe voices though they touch nor deafened cares, 
Y er dothey ſound to hearts that vnderſtand. 
O foure,o "4 times happy he that vnderſtands it well, 
T he good Niander as thou didſt command, | 
Stayes to condutt the holy ſacrifice, 
But I retaind him by an acerdent 
T bat's newly falne : the which (1 know not) all 
Vawonted and confuf 'd,rwixt _ and fcare, 
Dulleth my ſence. I cannot vnderltand,and yet the leſſe 
I comprehend,the more I doconceiue. 
Mon. That which you know not wretch,I know too well, 
Bur tell me can the Fates hide ought from thee? 
T har pierceſt to the deep'ſt of Dcſtinics. 
T we, It (ſonne) the vic dine of light propheticall 
Were natures gift,and not the gift of heaucn, 
T hen mightt thou ſee as well as 1,rhat Fares 
Secrets ſometime denie onr working mindes, 
This onely tis that makes me come to thee, 
That I might berter be informi'd who tis 
T hat is di{couered father ro the youth 
T hat's doom'd to die (if I Nicander vnderſtand.) 
Con. That father you defireto know am 1. 
Tie, Youfather of our Goddelſle ſacrifice ? 
* 41cn. 1 amthe wretched father of that wretched ſonne. 
Tire, Ofthat ſame faithfull ſhepheard,that to giue 
Life to an other,giues himſclfe ro death? 
Men. His that by death giueth an other life, 
Yer by that death kills him that gaue him life. 
Twe. Andi; thistruc? (Mon.) Behold my witneſle here. 
C#. Thar which he ſaith is true, (Tire. ) And who art chou? 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


Ca. Tam (#110 his father chonghe till now. 
T«. 1s this the childerhe floud fo bare away ? 
Mor. The very ſame.(7+.) And for this then doſt thou 
Mor: anus call thy ſclfe a wretched father? | 
O monſtrous blindnefſle of theſe earthly mindes, 
In what a darke profound and myſtie night 
Of errors be they drowned? when thou'© heauenly 
D>it avt ealizhten them: Montanms thou (lonne 
Art blincerin thy minde then I of eyes, 
That Joll rot {ce thy ſelfe the happieſt father 
And deareſt to the gods that eger yet did child beger, 
Thi: waz the {ecret which the Fates did hide. 
T his iz chat happy day,with ſo much bloud 
So many teares we did expe, 
T his is the bl-{[ed end of our diſtreſle. 
O thou Monarny turne into thy (elle, 
How i: the famous Oracle forgor, 
Priatedi'the hearts of all zArcada? 
No end there is for that which you off:nds, 
Till tyo of heauens iflac lour vnice, 
The tearcs of 10yes ſo ſatizfie my heart 
Icannor vrter it. No end there 15, 
No end there is tothat which you offends, 
Till twoot heauens iſſue loue vnite, 
And for the auntient fault of that falſe wight, 
A faithfu!! ſhepheards pitie make amends. 
Tel! me Monran,is not thisthy ſonne 
Heavens 1t]uc? is not Amarills (0? 
Who hath vaited them bur onely loue 2 
Silo by parent; torce eſpowled was 
To Amarill:s,whom he hated thi!l, 
If thou the reſt examine,you ſhll plainly (ce 
The fatal! vovce vnely CA{riifo ment. 
For ſince Amyntas chance where have we ſcene 
Such faith love rhat might coequa]lthis? 
Whoſince Amyntas willing was to die 
For any Nymph,onely 1s except. 
T his is chat fathfu'l Shepheards pitie which deferues- 


To cancellthat fame auncient error of Lycrine, Wit'1 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


Wirth this deed is the heavens ire appeaz'd, 
Rather then with the ſheading humane bloud, 
Rendring vnto th'cternall 1uſtice,that 

Which female treacherie did take away. 

Hence t'was no ſooner he vnto the temple came, 
There to renew his vowgbar flraight did ceaſe 
Al thoſe prodigious ſfignes,now d1d | 

The holy Image {weat out bloud no more, 

Nor ſhooke the ground,nor any noiſe nor ſtinch 
Came from the Caue, ſaue gracious harmony, 
And odours. O {weet mightie prouidence, 

O heavenly Cods,had I all words, all hearts, 

All to thy honour would I conſecrate : 

But to my power Ile render you your due. 
Behold vpon my knees 0 heauenly powers, 

I praiſe your riame,how much amlT oblig'd 

T hat you haue let me liue vnrill this day? 

An hundred yeares / haue alreadie worne, 

And neuer yet was life ſo {weet as now:, 

T but begun to to live,now am borne againe. 
Why leeſe /time with words that vntodeeds is duc ? 
Helpe me vp ſonne, without thee can /not 

V praiſe theſe weake and feeble members ſonne. 
. Con, Tiremo hath wak't ſuch ioy inme 
Vnited yet with ſuch a myracle 

As [ſcarce feele / 1oy,nor can my ſoule 
Confounded ſhewe me high rercined mirth, 

O gracious pitie of the higheſt Gods, 

O fortunate Arcadra,c carth, a 
More happie then all catths bencathrhe ſunne, 
So deare's thy 200d, 7 have forgot mine owne, 
And my beloued ſonnes,whom twile loſt, 
Andrwiſe againe haue fotind, theſe ſeeme a drop 
To the huge waues of thy great good: 6 dreame, 
O bleſſed dreamegcelcſtiall viſion rather, 

Arcadia now thou waxelt bright againe. 


Ti. Why ſtay we Aontane now ? heauens not expect 


A lacrifi ce of rage,but thankes and loue, 
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The faithful S. 
In ſtead of death our Goddefſe now commaunds » 
Of marriage knor a ſweet lolemnitic: 
Bur ſay how farre's to night? (on. Not paſt one houre. 
Ti. Then tothe Tcmpleturne,where let thy ſonne 
Fſpowled be to Amarilz ſtraight,whom he may leade 
Vnto his fathers houſe bcfore the ſunne beſet, 
So heauens commaund. Come,gow Montants,gom, 
Mon. Take heed Twremo wedo not violate 
Our holy lawzcan ſhe her faith now giue 
Vnto Mortilie, which ſhe Si/mro gaue? 
Ca, And vnto Ss/440 may the giue her faith, 
So ſaid thy ſeruant,was Mirridfocall'd, 
Though /more lik'd Mirri/o himto name. 
Mo, T hat's very truc,l did reuiue his name 
In this my younger ſonne, 
- Ti. Thatdoubt's wellcleard,now let vs goc. 
Mor. Carmo go with vs,this day Mzrtio hath 
Two fathers found, Montane a fonne,and thou a brother, 
Ca. Inloue Mrriiliees father,and your brother, 
In reverence a ſeruant to you both : 
And fince you are ſo kindeto me,l pray youthen 
Bid my companion welcome for my ſake. 
Mon. Moſt welcome both, (Ca.) Erernall heauenly powers, 
Houw diverſeare your high vatrodenwaics 
By which your fauours do on vs deſcend ? 
From thole {ame crook'tdeceitfull pathes whereby 
Our thoughts wou!d faine mount vpimo the »ky? 
Sce.7, Coriſca Lincs, 
= 1 belike the ſpightfull S1awo 
When leaſt he ment,a Loueris become, 
But what became of her? Lin.) We carried her 
To $;i/moer houlſc,whote mother her embrac't 
With teares of ioy or griefe I know not «hcther, 
Glad that her ſonne 1s waxt a lowing (pole, 
But fory tor the Nymphs nuſhap,and that 
She 13 allepdame euil! furniſhed > 
Of two daughters in law: playning one dead, 
An other wounded. (Co.) Is Amarilis dead? 


Lin. She mult dic ſtraight, for ſo doth fame repor t, 
Q Fos 
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The faithfull Shepheard. © 
For this, I 7oe to comfort old Atontanue, 
Who I:eling one ſofincs witeghath found an other, 
Co, T hen doth Pormaaliue? (Lin) Live, I t'were well 
T hou weit fo well. (Co.) Her wound not mortall was, 
Lin. Had ſhe bene dead,yet S:4woes cunming would 
Hage her read, ({ vo.) Whar Art her heal'd ſo ſoonee - 
Lim. From top toroc ile rell the wondrous cure, 
Ahout the wounded Nymph ſtood men and wyamen, 
Each with aready hand,but trembling heart. 
But faire Dormaa would not any ſhould 
Savuc $:/uio crouch her,laying that the hand 
Which was her hitrt, ſhould be her remediec. 
$i/nwo,his mother, and I,ſtay'd there alone, 
Working with counſell coo one with his hand, 
Sulio when gently he had wip'd away 
The bloudic {treames that ſtam'd her luory fleſl1, 
Alſlayes to draw the ſhjft our of the wound, 
But the vilde ſteale yeelding vnto his hand, 
Left hidden in the wound the harmfull head. 
Hence came the gricte,for t'was iwpoſlible 
With cuaning hand,or daintie inſtrument, 
Or other meanes,to draiy it our from thence. 
Opening the wound perhaps with wider wound 
He might haue found theſtecle with other [teele. 
So mought he do,or ſohe mult hauc done, 
Bue too too pitious,and too louing now 
Was $*4noes handyfor (uch like cruel} pitie 
By ſuch hard meanes,loue neuer healeth wounds. 
Although it ſcem'd ro her that paine it (elte 
Was pleaſant now berweene her Su/xuver hands, 
Henot amazd ayes thus : this head ſhall our, 
And with lefle paine then any will belceue. 
I put it therc,and though I be notable ſtraight 
1 otake it out,yet with the vic of hunting 
] will reſtore the lolle I haue by huntiog, 
] do remember now an hearbe that is well knowne 
V oto the (auadge Goare,when he 1s wounded 
With ſome Huntſmans ſhaft: this they to vs, f 
Nature to ther bewray'd, and t'is hard by. 
All fudden}y he parts vato a neighvouc hull And 
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The fanthfull Shepheard. 
And therea bundle gathers,ftraight to vs 
He comes,and out he drawes the yce thereof, 

And minglesit with veruine ſeed,and roote 

Of Centaures bloud, making a playlter (oft, 

Which on the wound he laies: vertue myraculous, 
T he pain {trazght ceal d,the bloud was quickly {taid, 
The itxele (traightway without or toile or paine, 
The workmans hand obeying,iſſues our. 

And now her ſtrength returnes to her againe, 

As though ſite had not ſuffered wound at all : 

Nor was 1t mortall,{or it had wr 


Both left the bones and bellies ourward runne, 
Andonely pier{t intothe muſclouſe flanke. 
Co. Great vertue of an hearb,but much more great 
For fortune of a woman halt thou tolde, 
Lin. T hat which betweene them paſt when this wagdone, 
Is better to be gell 'd at then betold. 
Dorinaa (ure is well,and with her lide 
Can ſeruc herſelfe to any vle the likes. 
T hou think'(t ſhe hath endur'd more wounds by this, 
But as the piercing weapons diuers are, 
So are the wounds : of ſome the griefeis ſharpe, 
Of ſome t's [weet, one healing waxeth ſound, 
The lefle an other heales,the ſounder t'is, 
In hunting he to ſhoote ſuch pleaſure found, 
That now he loues he cannot chooſe but wound. 
Co, Still chou wilt be that amorous Lico, 
Lin. In mind but nor in force my deare Cor:/ca, 
Greene bloomes d:(ire within this aged tronke., 
{o. Now Amarills hath refign'd her life, 
I will go ſce what deare WMoridlo doth. 
Scee3, Erpaſto. Coriſca. 
E* g. O day of wonders day all loue,all grace, 
Allsoy,0 happie land,o heavens benigne, 
Co, See where Ergaſto is,he comes intime. 
Fr, Now all things 10yfull are,the earth,the ayre, 
The skies,the fire,the world,andall things laugh. 
p Our ioyes have picrc't the loweſt hell,nor is 
There any placc that not partakes ow bliſle, 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


| Co. How iocond is this mant (Er.) O happy woods 
| T hat often ſigh'd and wept our wofull caſe, 
| Emoy our 1oy es,and vie as many tongues 
AS leaues that leape at ſound of the(c ſweet windes, 
" Wiuch hid with our reioycings calmely {rule 
Sing they the ſweet aduenrures of theſe friends. : 
Co. He {peakes of Sumo and Dorinda (ure, 
Well, we mult lwuegteares are no ſooner ebb'd, 
But ſtraight che floud ot ioy comes huſting in 
Ot Amarilis,not a word he ſpeakes 
Onely takes care to 1o0y with them that ioy. 
Why tis well donegforelle this humane life 
Would ſtill be tull of fighes: whither away 
Ergaito go'ſt (o pleaſantly,vnto ſome marriage? 
Er. Even {o,but haſt thou heard the happy chance 
| Of the two fortunate Louers? s't not rare Cori/ca? 
| Co. I o my contentment euen now heard it all | 
| Of Linco,andr'doth ſomewhat mitrigate » #1 
| T he griete 1 tor my eAmaril teele, 
| Er.\Why Amarills? Of whom think'ſt thou I ſpeak? 
Co. Of Suauo and Dormada man. 
Er. What Siduio? what Dormda? thou know'ſt nought, 
My ioy growesfrom a higher nobler roote. 
] Amaridis and Myriitlo ling, 
The belt corrented ſubicts of lours ring, 
Co, Why ts not Amarils dead? (Er.) How dead * 
Irell thee (hee's a bright and merrie B: ide. 
Co. Was ſhe not then condemned vnto death ? 
" She was condemn'd,but ſoone releaſt againe, 
{. Telſt chou me dreamesor dreaming do 1 heare? 
Er, T hine cies ſhalltel| thee if thow'le (tay a while, 
Soone ſhale thou ſee her with her faithfull friend 
Come from the Temple,wherethey plighred have 
T hier marriage troth, and {o go to Momanu h. ule 
To reape (weet fruitof their long amorous to1lc:, 
O hadlt chou ſcene ( Coriſca) the huge ioy, 
T he mightic noy fe of 10 full voyces,and 
Th'innumerabletroupes of men and women, ; 
Thou ſhvu!d'it hauc icene,old,youny;facred and prophane, 
Buclale lellc chen mad or diunke with muy Wuh 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


With wonder who ranne not to ſee the Lovers? 
Fach reucrence to each them embraced there. 
Some prail'd their pitie,ſome their conſtancie. 
Some prail'd the gifs that /oue,and ſore that nature gaue. 
The hills,the dales,the meadowes did reſound, 
The glorious name of faithful Shephard, 

Frm a poore Shepheatd to become ſo foone 

A Dcmy-god,and ina moment paſle 

From life to death,the neighbour obſequies 

To chaunye for vnexpetted and diſparred nuptia!ls. 
This is ſome:vhat { Cori/ca) but not halfe 

Her to enio\ ,for whom he fought to die, 

Her chat diſdaind to liue if he had dy'de, 

T his 1s fortunegthis 15 ſuch a ſweet 

As thought preuents,and yer thou art not glad, 

Is not thy eAmarillsthen as deare to thee, 

As my MLr'i/lors ro mee? 
' Co. Yes,yes drgafte,ſee how glad Iam. 

Er, Ohadſt thou ſeene but Amarillis when 

She gaue Afirtill her hand for pledge, and tooke 
H's hand againe, thou eaſily hadfſt perceiu'd 

A {weer but vnſcene kille: I could nor fay 

Whether the tooke it,or ſhe gaue ithim. 

Her checkes would haue the pureſt colour ſtain'd, 
Purple or Roſes Art,or nature brings, 

How mode(tic was arm'd 1n daintic ſhield 

Of ſangu:ne beaurtie, with force of thar ſtroke 

Vneo the [trikor rurned, whilſt ſhe all nice 
Seem-das though ſhe fled,hur to recouer force 
Shee might moref{iweerly encounter that ſame blow, 
Leauing ic doubifull if this kifle were giuen or ta'ne, 
Wrih ſuch a wondrous Artit graunted was. 

This taken ſweet, was like an ation mixr 

With rapine and with yeelding bothat once, 

Ano fo courteous, that it ſeemd tocraue 

T he very thivg that it denying gaue : 

Such a retrait,and (ach a ſpceulelle flight, 

As mend the pace of the purſuer; might, 
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| Q 3 200 


a 


WC_ EIT Ton -— Www en 2 hs 


_—. 


T he ſuith/ull Shepherd. 
I oe GireA!y I to finde a wife: 
For mongſt the ioyes there 13 no pleaſure ſure, 
It gent]- loue do not the (armne procure. 
Co, It he ſay truezthen thou Cori/ca hall loſt all. 
Sce. 9. 
( horus of Shephearas,Cori/ca, Amarillis,Ilriule, 
Ho. Sh. Come holy H IMENEUS,Come this eucn 
e Accord: 17 10 GUY VOWES ,ana to onr ſon 's 
Dreſſe thou vThe/e Lowers as chem beſt belong. 
Poth t'one and t'atherof the (eed of heanen, 
K nit thou the fatall enot this bleſſed eaurn. 
Co. Ahmeit15rootruc,this 15 the fruite 
Thou from thy {tore of vanities mull reape. 
O thoughts,o0 my defires,no lefle vniult 
T hen taiſe and vaine.T hus ot an innocent 
I ſought the death,to haue my beaſtly wall, 
So b! oudie cruell was | the n,ſo blinde. 
Who opens now mine eyes? Ah wretch,I (ee 
My fault molt foule that ſeen'd felicatie. 
Cho, Sh, Come holy Himenens, cc. has 
Sec faithtull Shepheard, after all thy teares, 
Allthy diſtreſſes, whitherchou art Come, 
Is not this ſhee from theewas ta'ne away 
By lawe of heauen and carth? by cruell fate? 
By her chalte will? and by thy poore eſtate? 
By her faith 21uen an other man, and by her Ceath, 
Behold 44riz/now ſhee's onely thine, 
This kace,thele eyes,this breaſt,theſe daintie hands, 
All that thou ſeeſt,hear'{t,and feel'ſt,ſo often (ou ohe 
In vaine by thce,are now rewards become 
Of chine yndaunted faith, yer thou art dombe. 
Atir, How can I ſpeak,I ſcarce know if Ibreathe, 
Nor what I ſee,l ſcarce belecuc I ſee: 
Let Amarilis you that pleaſuregiue, 
In her alone my ſoules affeQtions liue, 
Cho. Sh, Come holy Himenens,Cc, 
{ or. What do ye now with me trecherous totes, 
\ 11de frenzies of the body,ſpors of the ſouls # 
Youlong inough haye me betrayed here, 
Go get you to the carthyfor carth you ate, Loy 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
You weare th'armes erlt of Jaſciuious loue, 
T: ples of chaſtitie now may you proue. 
Cho, Sh, Come huly Hymeneus, CF. 
Co. Why erifle!? thou (Correa )? now's fit time 
IP ar 1011 :9 unpetrate,tear it thou thy paine? 
Vc bold,chy paine cannot be greater then thy fault. 
}cautous and bletled couple, of the ckies 
And eaith b:lou'd,fince to your glorious tate 
id his day hath meckely bow 'dall carthly turce, 
'00d reaſon ſhe do bow thar gainſt the ſame }F 
{ith (er a worke all of her earthly force. 
Now Amarillis [will not denic 
] di4 lefire thefame which youdeſic'd, 
But you enioy it,tor you worthy Were. 
You do enioy is loyailt man altue, 
And you CIiullo doenioy the challeſt Nymph 
Thor cre the world hath bred. Beleeue you me, 
For 1 a wietltone was vato your faith, 
Ando her chaſticie, But courteou: Nymph, before 
_ Your anger do &:{ce1d on me,behold 
Your hu bands tace,there ſhall youfinde the force 
Boih of my tau't,and of your pardon too : 
For in the vertuc of ſuch worthinell-:, 
You cannot choo's bur cauſe of pardon finde. 
Beſides vou fclr alas the felfefame tire 
Th it did i Th {} iC VN fortunate delires 
Ama.. I do not o01ely pardon thee Cor:/ca, ut 
I cout thee deare,tli'ctlect beholding not the caule. 
For tire and ſword, althouzhthey wounds do brings 
Yet thole oace kould to vs fo whole tliare deare, 
Howſocuer now thou prou'lt or tend, or foe, 
I am well p'e<t d,cthe Deltinies d1d make 
| 1 hee the 2 09 1n{trument of my content. 
Happie deceris,fortunate trechetics, 
Andat you pleaſe merrie with vs to be, 
Come then and take part of our I0VE5 with VS; 
Co. I haue fuſticicar mirth 1 ou nardon we, 
And that my hart is heald of her «iſeae. 
Aw. And 1(Cori/ca) pardon ail tay harmes, 


| Sauc this delaying of my [yyeet coiucnt, Co. 
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The Full Shepheard. 


Ce. You and your mirth | rothe Gods commend.” 

' Cho Sh, Come hely Himeneus, cc, 
Se, 10. 
CIriillo.. Amaridlis, Charm of Shephe. rd, 

\ Ir. lamſotryed to paine,thac inthe mudit 
1 Of all my 10yes /neeos mult languith Niill; 

« LIenot inough this cercmomous pompe 
Doth hold vs thus,bur that Cor:/ca mult 
Comeinto hinder vs? ( ea.) 1 hart too quick mY Cearce 

Air, O my [weet treaſure | am nor (ecu c, 

Yet do | quake for feare of lecling thee. 
Thr ſcemes a dreameand (til Iam afraid 
My ilecp ſhould breake,and thou my {oule ſhouldfl fiye away. 
Inbetter proofe my {eAces would 1 lleepe, 
T hat this ſxcer ſight 15 nor adrearmiog ileepe. 

Cho, Sh. Come poly Himeneus,come this ext 
eAccordmg 10 our vowes,and to our /ongs 
Dreſſe thou theſe Lowers as them beſt bolongs. 
Both tone ard t'other of the ſeed of heawen, 
K nt thay the fatallknot this bleſſed eanen. 
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Happie twe, 

That plamts haut ſow'd,and reaped /3yles, 
In meny bitter griewon? foyles 

Flaneyou mmbeliift your deſires, 

Henceforth prepare your amorom fires, 

end bolaen vp your tender ſprights, 

V nto yowr true (mere e deliohts. ' 
Ton cannot hawe a {oundey 10), 

T here ts ne il! can you annoy. 

Thu :5 Tue 109,17 me pleaſure and true mirth, 

T which verinue got an patience gineth birth, 
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